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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The Adventures of the last Ahenr 
cerage were writtenjiearly twenty 
ytord ago ; the porttait, which I 
have sketched of the Spaniarddj ex- 
plains sufficiently why this romance 
could not be printed under the Im- 
perial government. The resistance 
of the Spaniards to Buonaparte, of 
a defenceless nation to the con- 
queror^ who had vanquished the 
best soldiers of Europe^ excited at 



VIII 

that time the enthusiasm of every 
hearty susceptible of being affected 
by great devotedness and noble 
sacrifices. The ruins of Saragossa 
were still smoking, and the cen- 
sorship would not have suffered the 
publication of eulogiums, in which 
it would have discovered, rightly 
enough, a concealed interest for 
the victims. Pictures of the ancient 
manners of Europe, recollec- 
tions of the glory of former times, 
and those of the court of one of 
our most distinguished monarchs, 
could not be more agreeable to the 
censorship, which besides began to 
repent having so often allowed me 
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to speak of the ancient monarchy, 
and of the religion of our fathers : 
these departed subjects^ which I was 
incessantly recalling, excited too 
powerfully the thoughts of the living. 

It is a frequent practice, in pic- 
tures, to place some unseemly per- 
sonage for the purpose of bringing 
out more the beauty of others : 
in this romance, my idea has been 
to paint three men of equally elevat- 
edcharacter,butnotoutofthe usual 
course of nature, and retaining along 
with the passions, the manners and 
even the prejudices of their country. 
The character of the female is also 
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drawn in the same proportions. 
The world of imagination^ when 
we transport ourselves thither, 
should at least make us amends for 
the world of reality. 

It will readily be seen that this 
romance is the composition of a 
man who has felt the pangs of exile, 
and whose heart is entirely wrapped 
up in his country. 

The views which I have given of 
Grenaida, of the Alhambra, and of 
Ifce iwned Mosque transformed 
into a church Were taken upon the 
ispot. The latter is nothing else 
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but the Cathedrai of Cordova. These 
descriptions are therefore, a kind of 
addition to the following passage 
of the Itinerary. 

" From Cadiz, I repaired to Cor- 
dova ; I admired the Mosque which 
is now the Cathedral of that city. 
I traversed the ancient Betica, des- 
cribed by the poets as the abode of 
happiness. I ascended as far as 
Andujar, and retraced my steps in 
order to see Grenada. The Alham- 
bra appeared to me well worthy of 
being looked at, even after the tem- 
ples of Greece. The valley of Gre- 
nada is delightful, and reminds one 
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very much of that of Sparta ; that 
the Moors should have regretted 
such a country may be easily con- 
ceived." — (Itinerary, part yii. and last.) 

There are frequent allusions in 
this romance, to the history of the 
Zegris and the Abencerages ; this 
history is so well known, that I have 
thought it quite superfluous to give 
any sketch of it in this advertise- 
ment. The romance itself however 
contains sufficient details to make 
the text easily understood. 



GENERAL PREFACE 



TO THE 



COLLECTJON ofthe AUTHOR'S WORKS 



Had I been the master of my own for- 
tune, I would never have published a 
collection of my works. Posterity (if 
posterity should ever hear me spoken of) 
should have done with them what it 
pleased. That a quarter of a century 
should have passed over my first pro- 
ductions without having consigned them 
to oblivion, has not made me presume 
that they are destined to an immortality, 
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which I am perhaps less ambitious of 
than is generally supposed. It is there- 
fore against my natural disposition, and 
by the sacrifice of that repose, which is 
the last wish of man, that I now give an 
edition of my works. It is of little im- 
portance to the public to know the mo- 
tives of my determination ; it is suffi- 
cient that it knows (what is the truth) 
that these motives are honorable. 

I have undertaken to write the Me- 
moirs of my own Life ; that life has been 
a very restless one. I have crossed the 
seas several times ; I have lived in the 
huts of savages, and in the palaces of 
kings, in camps and in cities. A tra- 
veller in the plains of Greece, a pilgrim 
at Jerusalem, I have been seated amid all 
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sorts of ruins. 1 have witnessed the 
disappearance of the kingdom of Louis 
XVI^ and the extinction of the empire 
of Buonaparte ; I shared the exile of the 
Bourbons, and I announced their return. 
Two weights which seem attached to my 
fortune^ have made it rise and fall suc- 
cessively in an equal proportion ; I am 
taken, I am left, and I am taken again ; 
I am stripped one day, and the next I 
have a mantle thrown over me, in order 
to be stripped of it again. I am so ac- 
customed to diese squalls, that m what- 
ever port I arrive, I only look upon my- 
self as a navigator who must shortly put 
to sea again, and therefore form no 
permanent establishment on land. Two 
hours were all that I required to quit the 
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ministry^ and to transfer the keys of the 
hotel to its succeeding occupant. 

Whether I am to regard it as matter 
of regret or congratulation^ the fact is 
certain, that my writings have given 
their colour to a great number of writings 
of my own time; for the last five and 
twenty years my name is mixed up with 
the movements of social order; it is con- 
nected with the reign of Buonaparte^ with 
the restoration of Christian worship and of 
the legitimate monarchy,and with the foun- 
dation of the con^^'^^iona/ monarchy. One 
set dislikes me personally, but preaches my 
doctrines, and seizes my political views, 
distorting them to its own purposes ; 
another would have no objection to my 
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person, if I would separate it from my 
principles. Af&irs of the greatest impor- 
tance have passed through my hands; I have 
known personally almost all the kings, al- 
most all the men, both ministersand others, 
who have made a figure in my time. At the 
beginning of my career I was presented to 
Lfouis XVI, — I saw Washington, and I 
have again fallen back finally on what I 
am now witnessing. On several occa- 
sions Buonaparte threatened me with his 
wrath and his power, and yet he was 
attracted by a secret inclination towards 
me, as I in my turn felt an involuntary 
admiration of the points of greatness in 
his character. I might have been every 
thing in his government had 1 wished it ; 
but he always failed to secure me, by 
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giTing the reii^s to bis favorile passion and 
his rilling vice : ambition and hypocrisy. 

Vicissitudes of this kind, which have 
sittended my career ever since the 
termination of an unhappy childhood, 
ivill perh{^ diffiise some degree of inte- 
rest over my Memoirs. TTie works now 
collected will serve as the * Proofs and 
Illustrations^ of these Memoirs. From 
the previous reading of them may be 
known what I have been, for they in- 
clude my whole life. Readers, who are 
fond of this kind of study, will compare 
the productions of my youth with those 
of my present age ; there is always some- 
thing to be gained by these analyses of 
the human mind. 
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I think I neither deceive myself^ nor 
judge my own character with too much 
partiality, in stating my impression on 
reading over these works for the purpose 
of correcting them; that there are in 
them two sentiments predominant: the 
love of a religion of charity, and a sincere 
attachment to public liberty. Even in 
the Historical Essay ^ amidst numberless 
errors, both these sentiments are distin- 
guishable. If this remark is just, if I 
have combated every where and at all 
times in favour of the independence of 
men and of religious principles, what 
have I to fear from posterity ? It may for- 
get me, but it will not curse my memory. 

My works, which are a faithful history 
of the last thirty wonderful years, pre- 
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sent^ along with what is past, sufficiently 
clear views of what is to come j I have 
predicted a great deal, and there will 
remain behind me undeniable proofs of 
what I have fruitlessly announced. I 
have not been blind to the future desti- 
nies of Europe ; I have never ceased to 
repeat to the old governments which 
were good in their time, and had their 
share of renown, that they had no choice, 
but either to settle themselves into consti- 
tutional monarchies, or to be swallowed up 
in a republic ; a military despotism, which 
is what they might secretly wish for, 
would not, in the present day, have an 
existence of any duration. 

Europe, compressed between a new 
world completely republican, and an an- 
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cient empire completely military, which 
has started up suddenly in the midst of 
the repose of arms, Europe, I say, re- 
quires more than ever to understand her 
situation, in order to take measures for 
hjer salvation. If with internal political 
errors he mixed up external ones, its de- 
composition will be completed more 
quickly: the cannon shot, which is 
sometimes denied to support a just cause, 
is sooner or later obliged to be fired in a 
contemptible one. 

Twenty-five years have passed away 
since the commencement of the present 
century. The men of twenty-five who 
are about to take our places, have known 
nothing of the last century, have not col- 
lected its traditions, have not sucked in 



its doctrines with their mother's milk, have 
not been nursed imderthe political system 
which was then predominant ; in a word, 
havenot come out of the bowels of the an- 
cient monarchy, and feel no other interest 
in the past, than that which we take in the 
history of a peoplethathasceaseito exist. 
The first looks of these generations sought 
in vain for legitimacy on the throne, that 
having been swept away seven years be- 
fore by the revolution. The giant who 
filled the immense vacuum which legiti- 
macy left behind it, with one hand touch- 
ed the cap of liberty, and with the other 
the crown : shortly after he proceeded to 
place them both on his head, and he 
alone was capable of supporting this 
double weight. 

These children, who heard nothing but 
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the din of arms, and sawnothiog but palms 
around their cradles, escaped, by their 
age, from the oppression of the empire ; 
they had only the games of victory whose 
chains were worn by their fathers^ In*- 
nocent and free, these children were un* 
bom when the revolution committed its 
horrors ; they were not men when the 
restoration multiplied its errors; they 
have entered into no engagements with 
our crimes or our errors. 

How e&sy would it have been to have se- 
cured the miAds of a youthful race, upon 
which the misfortunes which it has only 
known by report have yet impressed a 
shade and a species of gravity 1 The res- 
toration was satisfied with offering to this 
serious youth theatrical representations 
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of anpient . times^ and imitations pi the 
past, which is no longer the past. What 
has been done for the race on which the 
destiny of France now rests ? Nothing. 
Qas its existence even been perceived? 
Np; in the pitiful struggles of vulgar 
afabition the world has been left to settle 
iljself without a guide. The scitttered 
wxecks of the eighteenth century, which 
are, floating about in the nineteenth, are 
ou. the point of sinking} a few years 
more, and religious, philosophical and 
political society will be in the hands of 
soop who are strangers to the manneisof 
dieir fathers. The seeds of new ideas 
have, every where risen above groun<^; in 
vfdn would, we attempt to> destroy them; 
1^, might €\^tivate the rising plant, strip- 
it|.j(Of 4ts ven9m, apd inake it bear whqjk^ 



some finiit ; but it is not in the power of 
any one to tear it up by the roots. 

It is a most deplorable illusion to sup- 
pose our own times exhausted, because it 
appears impossible that they should still 
produce, aftef having given birth to so 
many events. Weakness goes to sleep 
with this illusion; folly believes that it 
can surprise the human race in a moment 
of lassitude, and compel it to retrograde. 
See, however, what happens. 

After one has witnessed the French Re- 
volution, it will be said, what can ever hap- 
pen which is worthy of occupying our at- 
tention? The oldest monarchy in the world 
overturned, Europe alternately conquered 
«m1 conquering, crimes unheard ot. 
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iateh6i\3bL cakmitiefl covered over with 
glory unexampled ? wiiat is there to c(Ha- 
pare to such events ? What is there ? 
Look beyond the seas. The whole of 
America comes !6v& republi«aii, from 
that revolution which you pretend to say 
la finished^ and repkcd an astoftiabinc^ 
Bpectacle by a spectaide still more aaU>- 
nishing. 

And can any one imagine that the 
world has changed in this manner^ with- 
out any change in the ideas of men^ — 
can it be believed that the last thirty 
yeafs are to be considered as not kiving 
past, that society canbere^«stablisbed such 
. aa it existed in former tiadea ? Recollec- 
tioBM whidi no one participatei) idle 
ittgreta^ an exfdriBg gei^ratfon, which 
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the past is summoning^ and the present 
is devouring, will never siicceed in reviv- 
ing that which is completely lifeless. 
There are opinions wUch perkh^ as 
there are races which become exUncty 
and both the one and the other remain, 
at most, objects of curiosity and inquiry 
in the plains of death. That society, so 
far from having attained its object, is 
still marching to new destinies, is what 
appears to me indisputable. But, let us 
leave this more or less remote futurity to 
its youthful heirs ; mine is much too near 
to allow me to extend my views beyond 
the horizon of my tomb. 

O France ! my dear country , and my 

first love ! one of your sons, at the close 

of his career, is now collecting under 
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your eyes, the titles which he may pos- 
sess to your maternal kindness. If he 
can do no more for you, you can do every 
thing for him, by declaring that his at- 
tachment to your religion, to your king, 
to your liberties, was agreeable to you. 
Illustrious and fair country, I would have 
desired a little glory for myself, only to 
add to thine ! 
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Wh£n Boabdil, the last king 
of Grenada, was compelled to 
abandon the kingdom of his 
forefathers^ he halted on the 
top of Mount Padul That 

1 




elevated spot commanded a 
view of the sea, on which the 
unfortunate monarch was about 
to embark for Africa ; from it 
also could be discovered Grena- 
da, la Vega, and the Xenil, on 
the banks of which were erected 
the tents of Ferdinand and Isa- 
bella. At the sight of this 
beautiful country, and of the cy- 
presses which still marked here 
and there the tombs of the faith- 
ful, Boabdil could not refrain 
from shedding tears. The sul- 
tana Aixa, his mother, who 
accompanied him in his exile, 
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^OBg with the grandees who 
lately composed his court, said 
to him : ^* Weep now like a wo- 
man^ for the loss of a kingdom^ 
which thou hast been unable to 
defend like a man/' They 
deiieended from the mountain^ 
and Grenada disappeared from 
their eyes for ever. 

The Moors of Spain, who 
shared the fate of their sove- 
rei^, dispersed themselves 
throughout Africa ; the tribes 
of the Zegris and the Gomeles 
jsettled in the kingdom of ¥^z, 
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which was their aboriginal coun^ 
try; the Vanegas and the 
Alabes took up their abode upon 
the coasts from Oran to Al- 
giers; finally the Abencerages 
established themselves in the 
environs of Tunis ; they formed, 
within sight of the ruins of 
Carthage, a colony, which, 
even in our own times, is dis- 
tinguished from the Moors of 
Africa, by its elegant manners, 
and the mildness of its laws« 



These families carried into 
their new country, the remem- 




brance of their old one. The 
Paradise of Grenada lived cons- 
tantly in their memory, the 
mothers repeated its name to 
their children at the breast ; 
they lulled them to sleep with 
the romances of the Zegria and 
the Abencerages. Prayers were 
repeated in the mosque every 
five days, with the face turned 
towards Grenada ; and AUab 
was implored to restore to his 
chosen people that land of de- 
lights. In vain did the coun- 
try of the loiopkagi present to 
the exiles its fruits, its waters, 
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its verdure^ and its glcttious 
sun; far horn the Vermilion 
l^ers* tiiere were neither 
pleasant fruits, limpid streams^ 
fresh verdure, » sun wwthy to 
be looked at* If any one 
shewed the plains of Baglrada 
to an exile, the latter only 
shook his head, and exdaimed 
with a s^h : *^ Grenada!'* 

The Abeneerages, partfeu- 
larly, preserved the most ten- 
d^ and faithful remembrance of 
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their country. They had quit- 
ted, with the most poignant an- 
guish, the theatre of their glory, 
and the banks which they had 
made so often ring with the war 
cry of •' Honor and love." 
Being no longer able to lift the 
spear in the deserts, or to wear 
the helmet in a colony of far- 
mers, they devoted themselves 
to the study of simples, a 
profession in equal estimation 
among the Arabs with that of 
arms. Thus did that race of war- 
riors, which formerly inflicted 
wounds, now make its occupa- 




tion that of healing them. In 
this particular, it retained some- 
thing of its original genius, for 
the knights themselves fre- 
quently dressed the wounds of 
the enemies they had over- 
thrown. 

The cottage of that family, 
which lately possessed palaces, 
was not placed in the hamlet of 
the other exiles, at the foot of 
Mount Mamelife ; it was built 
amidst the ruins of Carthage, on 
the sea shore, in the very place 
where St. Louis expired on his 



grave^ and where a Mahometan 
hennitage ia now to be seen» 
Along the walls of the cottage 
were hung bucklers made of 
lions' skins, bearing impressed 
upon a field of azure, two figures 
of savages breaking down a town 
with a club ; round this device 
was this motto : '^ It is but 
little !'' the coat of arms and 
devices of the Abencerages, 
Spears adorned with white and 
blue pennons, alburnos, and 
helmets of slashed satin, were 
ranged by the side of the buck- 
lers,, and figured in the midst 
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of scimitars and poignards. 
Here and there also were sus- 
pended gauntlets, bits orna- 
mented with precious stones, 
large silver stirrups, long swords, 
whose sheaths had been embroi- 
dered by the hands of prin- 
cesses, and golden spurs, with 
which the Yseults, the Gine- 
vras and Orianas were wont 
of old to invest their gallant 
knights. 

Beneath these trophies of 
glory, were placed upon tables 
the trophies of a life of peace. 
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These were plants culled on the 
3ummita of Mount Atlas, and 
in the deserts of Sahara ; many 
of them had even been brought 
from the plain of Grenada. Some 
were intended to relieve the 
ailments of the body ; others 
were supposed to mitigate the 
severity of mental suflFering. 
The Abencerages regarded as 
most valuable those which were 
usefid in calming vain regrets, 
in dissipating fooUsh illusions, 
and the ever reviving, ever 
deceiving, hopes of happiness. 
Unfortunately these 
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possessed qualities of an op- 
posite nature, and the sweet 
odour of a flower of the coun- 
try frequently acted, as a sort 
of poison to the illustrious 
exiles. 
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Twenty-four years had passed 
away since the taking of Gre- 
nada. In that short space c^ 
time, fourteen Abencerages had 
perished, by the effects of a new 
climate, the accidents of a wan- 
dering Hfe, and principally by 
the chagrin which iqipercepti- 
bly undermines the strength of 
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man* Only a single descendant 
remained, the last hope of 
that illustrious family. Aben- 
Hamet bore the name of that 
Abencerage, who was accused 
by the Zegris of having seduced 
the sultana Alfaima. In him 
were united the beauty, the 
valour, the cojirtesy and the ge- 
nerosity of his ancestors, with 
that mild lustre and slight 
tinge of melancholy which ad- 
versity, nobly supported, ins- 
pires. He was only twenty-two 
years of age when he lost his 
father, and then : determined to 
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make a pilgrimage to the land 
of his ancestors, in order to gra- 
tify the secret longing of his 
heart, and to execute a plan 
which he carefully concealed 
from his mother. 



He embarked at the port of 
Tunis ; and a favorable wind 
carried him to Carthagena, 
where he landed, and immedi- 
ately proceeded on the road to 
Grenada. He gave himself out 
for an Arabian physician, who 
had come to collect plants amid 
the rocks of the Sierra-Nevada. 
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A quiet mule bore him slowly 
along in the country where for- 
merly the Abencerages were 
carried with the swiftness of 
the wind on warlike coursers ; 
a guide walked before, leading 
two other mules ornamented 
with bells and party coloured 
woollen tufts. Aben-Hamet 
crossed the large heaths and 
woods of palm-trees of the 
kingdom of Murcia ; from the 
great age of these trees, he con- 
jectured that they must huve 
been planted by his ancestors, 
and his heart was pierced by 
regret. There rose a tower in 




which the sentinel, in former 
times, kept watch, during the 
wars of the Moors and Chris- 
tians; here appeared a ruin- 
ed building whose architecture 
proved its Moorish origin ; afresh 
subject of grief to Aben-Hamet ! 
He dismounted from his mule, 
and on pretence of seeking for 
plants, hid himself for a few 
moments, in the ruins, in order 
to give free vent to his tears. 
He then proceeded on his road, 
in a state of reverie, which was 
encouraged by the noise of the 
mule bells, and the monotonous 
songs of his guide. The latter 
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only interrupted his long winded 
ditty, in ; ordirr to quicken the 
pace of his mules by giving 
them the names of beautiful and 
brave^ or to scold tlieni by the 
epithets of lazy and obstmaie. 

Flocks of sheep directed by a 
shepherd like an army, in sere 
and barren plains, and occasio- 
nally a solitary traveller, far 
from diffusing an appearance 
of life upon the road, only 
served, in a manner, to make it 
more gloomy and desert. These 
travellers all wore a sword at- 
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tached to the waist ; they were 
wrapped up in a mantle, and a 
large slouched hat half covered 
their faces. As they passed, 
they saluted Aben-Hamet, who 
could only make out, in their 
noble salutation, the names of 
God, of Senor and of Knight. 
At the close of day, the Abence- 
rage took his place in the midst 
of strangers at the inn, without 
being troubled by their indis- 
creet curiosity. No one spoke 
to him, no one questioned him ; 
his turban, his robe, and his 
arms, excited no surprise. As it 
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had been the will of Allah, that 
the Moors of Spain should lose 
their beautiftil country, Ab«n« 
Hamet eould not help entertain* 
ing a feeling of esteem fm' Hsik 
grave conquerors. * 

Emotions still more vivid 
awaited the ADeacerBge at *he 
end of his journey, Grenada is 
built at the foot of the Siertti- 
Nevada, on two high hiJls, se- 
parated by a deep valley. The 
houses, built on the deeli'vities 
in the hollow of the valley, give 
this city the shape and appear^ 




ance of a grenadoe half open, 
from which resemblance it de- 
rives its name. Two rivers, the 
Xenil and the Dauro, the sands 
of the first of which contain 
gold, and the other silver, wash 
the feet of the hills, form a 
junction, and afterwards take 
a serpentine course in the midst 
of a charming valley, called la 
Vega. This plain, which is over- 
looked by Grenada, is covered 
with vines, with pomegranate, 
fig, mulberry and orange trees; 
it is surrounded by mountains 
of singularly beautiful form and 
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colour. An enchanting sky, a 
pure and delicious air affect the 
soul with a secret languor, 
from which even the passing 
traveller finds it difficult to 
preserve himself. Every .one 
feels that, in this country, 

the tender passions would have 

« 

very soon stifled the heroic ones, 
if true love did not always feel 
the wish to have glory as its 
companion. . 

As soon as Aben-Hamet dis* 
covered the tops of the first 
bujfldings of Grenada, his heart 




beat so violently, that he was 
obliged to stop his mule. Cross- 
ing his arms over his breast, aud 
fixing his eyes on the holy city, 
he remained speechless and im- 
moveable. The guide halted in 
his turn; and, as elevated senti- 
ments are easily understood by 
a Spaniard, he appeared affect- 
ed, and conjectured that the 
Moor's feeUngs were excited by 
the sight of his former country. 
The Abencerage at last broke 
silence. 

"Guide!" said he,." be happy! 
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hide not the truth from me, for 
the waves were ciQm, and the 
moon entered into her crescent 
on the day of thy nativity. What 
are these towa*s which shine 
like stars over a green forest ?" 

^^ That is the Alhambra/' ans- 
wered the guide. 

^^ And the other castle upon 
the opposite hill?" saidAben-* 
Hamet. 



^^ It is the Generalife/' re- 
plied the Spaniard. ^^ In that 
oastle there is a garden planted 
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with myrtles, where it is said, 
the Abencerage was surprised 
with the sultana Alfaima; far- 
ther off, you see the Albaicyn, 
and nearer to us the Vermilion 
Towefs." 

Every word, which the guide 
uttered, pierced the heart of 
Aben-Hamet. How cruel it is 
to be obliged to have recourse 
to strangers for information res- 
pecting the monuments of our 
ancestors, and to have the his- 
tory of our family and friends 
related to tis by indifferent per- 
sons. The guide, putting an 
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end to the reflexions of Aben- 
Hamet, exclaimed : ^^ Let us 
proceed, Sir; it is the will of 
God ! Do not be dawncast. Is 
not Francis I., even now, a pri- 
soner in our Madrid ? It is the 
will of God !" He took off his 
hat, crossed himself with great 
fervor, and drove on his mules. 
The Abencerage, spurring on 
his, exclaimed in his turn : 
^ Mt was thus written. ' '* They 



* An expression which the Mussulmans 
have constantly in their mouths, and apply 
to almost every event in their lives. 
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then descended towards Gre- 
nada. 



They passed close to the great 
ash-tree, memorable as the scene 
of the battle between Mii§a and 
the grand-master of Calatrava, 
in the time of the last king of 
Grenada. They made the circuit 
of the Alameida walk, and en- 
tered the city by the gate of 
Elvira. They re-ascended the 
Rambla, and arrived shortly 
after at a square, surrounded 
on all sides by buildings of 
Moorish architecture. A khan 
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was opened in this square by 
the Moors of Africa, whom the 
trade in silks attracted in crowds 
to Grenada. Thither the guide 
conducted Aben-Hamet. 



The Abencerage was too 
agitated to enjoy much rest in 
his new habitation ; the idea of 
his country tormented him. Un- 
able any longer to master the 
feelings which preyed upon his 
heart, he stole out privately, in 
the middle of the night, to wan- 
der about the streets of Gre- 
nada. He attempted to recon- 

2* 
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noitre, with his eyes or with his 
hands^ some of the monuments, 
which the elders of his tribe had 
so frequently described to him. 

Perhaps the lofty edifice, 
whose walls he could only half 
distinguish through the dark- 
ness, was formerly the residence 
of the Abencerages ? Perhaps 
it was in this solitary square 
thftti in other times, those splen- 
did carousals were given, which 
raised the glory of Grenada to 
the skies ; there it was that, on 
such occasions, troops of horse- 
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men superbly dressed, marched 
in procession ; there were sta- 
tioned the gallies loaded with 
arms and with flowers, and dra- 
gons darting out fire, and car- 
rying illustrious warriors con- 
cealed in their sides; inge- 
nious inventions of pleasure 
and gallantry. 

But alas! in place of the 
sound oi chuqfins^ of the noise 
of trumpets, and of songs of 
love, the deepest silence reign- 
ed around Aben-Hamet, This 
mute city had changed its 
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inhabitants^ and the victors re- 
posed on the couches of the 
vanquished. ^^ They sleep then, 
these proud Spaniards,'' ex- 
claimed the young Moor with 
indignation, ^' under the roofs 
from which they have banished 
my ancestors ! and I, an Aben- 
cerage, I wake, imknown, soli- 
tary and forsaken, at the gate, of 
my father's palace/' 

Aben-Hamet then reflected 
upon the destinies of man, on 
the vicissitudes of fortune, on 
the faU of empires, on Grenada 
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itself surprised at last by its 
enemies in the midst of pleasures, 
and exchanging aU at once its 
garlands of flowers for chains; he 
pictured to hims^ its citizens 
forsaking their homes in gala 
dresses, like guests, who, in the 
disorder of their attire, are sud- 
denly driven from the chambers 
of festivity by a conflagration. 

All these images, all these 
ideas, crowded on each other in 
the soul of Aben-Hamet; full of 
grief and anguish, his thoughts 
were principally turned to the 
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execution of the project which 
had brought him to Grenada. 
Day surprised him in this reve- 
rie ; the Abepcerage had lost 
his way : he found himself far 
from the khan, in a remote 
suburb of the city. All was yet 
asleep : no noise disturbed the 
silence of the streets ; the doors 
and windows of the houses were 
still shut ; the clarion of the 
cock alone proclaimed, i in the 
habitation of the poor, the return 
of labour and of pain. 

After wandering about for a 
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long time^ without being, able 
to find his way, Aben-Hamet 
heard a door open. He saw a 
young female come out, dressed 
nearly like the gothic queens 
which we see sculptured on the 
monuments of our ancient ab- 
beys ; her black corset trimmed 
with jet tightened her elegant 
waist ; her short petticoat, nar- 
row and without folds, discover^ 
ed a beautiful leg and charming 
foot : a black mantilla was also 
thi'own over her head ; with her 
left hand she held this mantilla 

crossed and drawn up close 

2^« 
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like a stomacher under her chin^ 
m such a manner that nothing 
was seen of her face but her 
large eyes and ro&y mouth ; a 
duenna walked by her side : a 
page preceded her, carrying a 
prayer book ; two footmen in 
livery followed at some distance 
the beautiful unknown ; she was 
repamng to morning prayers, 
which were announced by the 
ringing of a bell in ^ neighbour- 
ing monastery. 

Aben-Hamet fancied he saw 
the angel IsrafiU, or the youngest 
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of the houris. The Spanish mai- 
den, not less surprised, looked 
at the Abencerage, whose tur- 
ban, robe and arms set off to 
still greater advantage his noble 
countenance. Recovering from 
her first astonishment, she bee- 
koned to the stranger to ap- 
proach, with the grace and free- 
dom peculiar to the women of 
that voluptuous country, ^^ Se- 
iior Moor/' said she to him, 
^^ you appear to have recently 
arrived at Grenada ; have you 
lost your way ?'^ 
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^* Sultana of flowers/^ replied 
Aben-Hamet, ^^ delight of men's 
eyes, christian slave more beau- 
tiful than the virgins of Georgia, 
thou hast rightly guessed ! I am 
a stranger in this city : having 
lost myself amidst its palaces, 
I was unable to find my way 
back to the khan of the Moors. 
May Mahomet touch thy heart, 
and reward thee for thy hospi- 
tality !'' 

*^ The Moors are renowned 
for their gallantry,*' replied the 
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lady with the sweetest smile; 
^^ but I am neither sultana of 
flowers, nor a slave, nor desi- 
rous of being recommended 
to Mahomet. Follow me, Sir 
knight, I will lead you back to 
the khan of the Moors/* 



She walked lightly before the 
Abencerage, led him to the 
door of the khan, to which she 
pointed with her hand, then 
passed on to the back of a pa- 
lace, and disappeared. 

To what then is the repose 
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of life attached ? his country no 
longer occupies solely and ex- 
clusively the mind of Aben- 
Hamet ; Grenada is no longer 
in his eyes deserted, forsaken, 
widowed and soHtary ; she is 
dearer than ever to his heart, 
but it is a new illusion which em- 
bellishes her ruins ! With the 
recollection of his ancestors is 
now mingled another charm : he 
has discovered the burial place 
where the ashes of the Abence- 
rages repose ; but while he 
prays, throws himself on the 
ground, and sheds a flood of 
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filial tears^ he fancies that the 
young Spanish maiden has some- 
times passed over these tombs^ 
and he no longer considers his 
ancestors as so unfortunate. 



In vain does he wish to oc- 
cupy himself with nothing but 
his pilgrimage to the land of his 
fathers; in vain does he scour 
the hills of the Dauro and the 
Xenil to gather plants from them 
at the morning dawn ; the young 
Christian lady is the flower 
which he is now in search of. 
What fruitless efforts has he not 
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already made to discover the 
palace of his enchantress ! How 
many times has he attempted 
to retrace the same ground over 
which his divine guide conduct- 
ed him ! How many times has 
he fancied that he has recogni- 
zed the same bell, and the same 
cock crow, which he had heard 
near her residence. Deceived 
by similar sounds, he runs im- 
mediately to the side from which 
they proceed ; but the magic 
palace no where presents itself 
to his eyes! Frequently ateo 
the uniformity of the female 
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dress at Grenada gave him a 
ray of hope : at a distance every 
christian female resembled the 
mistress of his heart ; — ^when 
close to him, not one possessed 
her beauty or her gracefulness. 
Finally, Aben-Hamet had made 
the round of the churches, in 
order to discover the stranger ; 
he had even penetrated to the 
tomb of Ferdinand and Isa- 
bella, but this was the greatest 
sacrifice which he had yet made 

to loVCi 



One day he was herborizing 
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in the valley of the Dauro. The 
flowery declivity of the sou- 
thern hill supported the walls 
of the Alhambra, and the gar- 
dens of the Generahfe ; the nor- 
thern hill was adorned with the 
Albaicyn, withsmilingorehards, 
and with grottos, inhabited by 
a numerous population. At 
the western extremity of the 
valley, were descried the spires 
of Grenada, whichrose in groups 
from the midst of green oaks 
and cypresses. At the other 
extremity, towards the east, the 
eye rested upon convents and 
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hermitages built on points of 
rocks, some of the ruins of the 
the ancient lUiberia, and in the 
distance, the heights of the 
Sierra-Nevada. The waters of 
the Dauro rolled along in the 
middle of the vale, and present- 
ed on the margin of its course 
newly erected mills, noisy water- 
falls, the broken arches of a Ro- 
man aqueduct, and the remains 
of a bridge of the time of the 
Moors, 



Aben-Hamet was neither mi- 
serable enough, nor happy 
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enough to enjoy properly the 
charms of solitude ; he roamed 
over these delightful banks with 
absence and* indiflfereuce. In 
the course of his randoni walk, 
he struck into an alley of trees 
which wound round the declivi- 
ty of the hill of the Albaicyn. 
A country house, surrounded by 
a grove of orange trees, pre- 
sented itself to his view ; as he 
approached the grove, he heard 
the sounds of a voice and a 
guitar. Between the voice, the 
features and looks of a woman 
there are relations which never 
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deceive a true lover. ** It is 
my houriT' said Aben-Hamet, 
and he listened with a beating 
heart ; at the name of the Aben- 
cerages several times repeated, 
his heart beat still quicker. The 
fair unknown was singing a 
Spanish romance retracing the 
history of the Abehcerages and 
the Zegi'is, Aben-Hamet was 
no longer , able to restrain his 
emotions. He darted through 
a hedge of myrtle, and found 
himself in the midst of a party 
of young ladies, who were 
alarmed at his appearance, and 




with loud screams, fled in all 
directions. The Spanish lady 
who had been singing, and who 
still held the guitar, exclaimed : 
" It is the Moorish gentleman!" 
and called back her companions. 
*' Favorite of the genies," said 
the Abencerage, ' * I sought 
thee as an Ai'ab searches for a 
spring at the heat of noon. I 
heard the sound of thy guitar ; 
thou wert singing the heroes of 
my country. I discovered thee 
by the beauty of thy accents, 
and I come to lay at thy feet 
the heart of Aben-Hamet." 
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" And it was in thinking of 
you^" replied Donna Blanea^ 
^^ that I sang the romance of 
the Abencerages : ever since I 
saw you^ I fancied that these 
Moorishknightsresembled you." 

The colour mounted slightly 
to Blanca's forehead as she pro- 
nounced these words, Aben- 
Hamet felt as if he could have 
thrown himself at the feet of the 
young Christian, and declared to 
her, that he was himself the last 
Abencerage ; but a remnant of 
prudence restrainedhim: he was 
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a£raid lest his name, from its 
celebrity at Grenada, should give 
uneasiness to the governor. The 
war with the Moriscoes was 
scarcely terminated; and the 
appearance of an Abencerage 
at that moment might give the 
Spaniards just cause of appre- 
hension. It was not that Aben- 
Hamet was alarmed at the pros- 
pect of danger ; but he .trembled 
at the idea of being obliged to 
remove himself for ever from the 
daughter of don Rodrigo, [ 

* ' ■ • ' % 

/|^e>Mijia Blanca w^s descend- 
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ed from a family .which derived 
its origm from the ad de Bivar, 
and from Ximena^ the daugh- 
ter of Count Gormez de Gor- 
mas. The posterity of the con- 
queror of Valencia, owing to 
the ingratitude of the court of 
Castillo, was reduced to a state 
of extreme poverty ; it was 
even believed, for several cen- 
turies, to be extinct,, such was 
the obscurity into which it had 
fallen. But, about the time 
of the conquest of Grenada, a 
last descendant of the race of 
the Bivars, the grandfather of 

3 



Blanca, made himself distin- 
guished, less by his pedigree 
than by his signal valour. After 
the expulsion of the infidels, 
Ferdinand rewarded this descen- 
dant of the Cid with the estates 
of several Moorish families, and 
created him Duke of Santa-Fe. 
The newly created Duke fixed 
his residence at Grenada, and 
died at the prime of life, leav- 
ing an only son already married, 
Don Rodrigo, father of Blanca. 



Donna Theresa de Xeres, the 
wife of Don Rodrigo, gave birth 
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to a Bon^ who received^ at fais 
birtdi, the name of Rodrtgo, like 
afl Aiis ancefitors^ but uras called 
Don CarloB, to distinguish him 
from his fa<3ier. The great 
e^nts <of idiidi Don Carlos was 
a witness from his earliest 
years, ^e dangers to which he 
was exposed while yet in his 
nonage, contributed to render 
still m<n*e grave and severe, a 
character naturally disposed to 
austerity. Don Carlos was 
scarcely fourteen years of age, 
when he foUowed Cortez to 
Mesico : tie supported all the 

3* 
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dangers, and was a witness- 
of all the horrors of that asto- 
nishing adventure ; and he was 
present at the overthrow of the 
last king of a world until tlien 
unknown. Three years after 
that tragic catastrophe, Don 
Carlos had returned to Europe, 
and was present at the battle 
of Pavia, as if he had come to 
witness kingly honour and va- 
lour sinking under the strokes 
of fortune. The aspect of a 
new world, long voyages on 
seas which had never before 
been navigated, and the spec- 
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tacle df the revolutions and vi- 
cissitudes of fate, had made a 
deep impression on the religious 
^ud melancholy imagination of 
©on Carlos. He entered into 
the knightly order of Calatrava ; 
and devoting himself to celiba- 
cy, destined the whole of his 
fortune to his sister. 



Blanca de Bivar, the only 
isisterof Don Carlos, and much 
youngier than him, was the idol 
of her father. She lost her mo- 
ther in her infancy, and had 
jtist entered into her eighteenth 




year, when Aben-Hamet made 
his appearance at Grenada. 
Every thing about this enchant- 
ing woman was fascination it- 
self, her voice was ravishing 
and her dancing lighter than the 
zephyr. Sometimes she de- 
lighted in directing a chariot, 
like Armida ; at other times she 
flew upon the back of the swift- 
est barb of Andalusia, hke 
those charming fairies who ap- 
peared to Tristan and to Galaor 
in the forests. Athens would 
have taken her for Aspasia, and 
Paris for Diana of Poitiers, who 




was then; ^egioBipg tfo i^hine at 
tUe co^v l^ut with tjhe chajrms 
of a Frei;iebwoma^9 sl^e bad all 
the psus)9i<ui9^ of a^ Spaniard^ 
and hs^ natuml coquetry 
in no degiree diminished the 
fixity, the constancy, the 
strength and elevatic^ of the 
feelings of her heart. 

A% the nois^ of the screams^ 
which the young ladiegi s^t 

fcHth^ when Aben-Iiie^met r^shr 
ed into th^ midst of the grove, 
D^on Rodrigo came running up. 
'' My fftthen,^' ^aid Blan^^, 
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•* this is the Moorish gentleman 
of whom I spoke to yoa. He 
heard me singing, and recog- 
nized me -, he entered the gar- 
den to thank me for having put 
him in his right road." 



The Duke of Santa-F^ re- 
ceived the Abencerage with the 
grave and unaiFected poUteness 
of the Spaniards. Tliis nation 
has none of those slavish airs, 
none of those circumlocutory 
phrases, which reveal the ab- 
Jectness of ideas, and the de- 
,gradation of the soul. The 
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iangage of the first nobleman 
and of the peasant is the same, 
the salutation the same, the 
eompliments, habits and cus- 
toms are in all respects the same. 
In proportion as the confidence 
and generosity of this people to 
strangers is unbounded, in the 
4»ame proportion is its ven- 
geance terrible when betrayed 
Of heroic courage, of patience 
inexhaustible, incapable of 
yielding to bad fortune, it must 
either vanquish, or be crushed 
fto the earth. It has little of 

what is called wit, but exalted 

3^ 




passions are with it a Bubatltute 
for that Ught which is derived 
from the refinement and abun- 
dance of ideas- A Spaniard, 
who passes the day without 
speaking, who has seen no- 
thing, and cares not for seeing 
any thing, who has read no- 
thing, studied nothing, com- 
pared nothing, will yet disco- 
ver, in the greatness of his reso- 
lutions, the necessary resomxes 
at the moment of adversity. 

It was Don Rodrigo's birth 
day, and Blanca was giving 



hep £fitl}^)^ a tpri^lut, or litt^ 
efAfiji^jm^n^yPn^^ occasion, 
i» ^im dejjghitfttl soUjtude. Jim 

Di^e ipvUed Aben-Hamet %o 
s^^ himseJUF aimdait; the ypung 
ladies, wh/O weve ^musiji^ them- 
s^^S with the turbia^Q and rol^e 
of the^ti^aQger Spme velvet 
cushioQjsi we^e bo'qught^ an4 
Aben-Hamet reclined hims^^f 
on these cushions in the Moor- 
ish faahiQn. H^ was question- 
ed Kespepting hi^ €;o,untry, a^d 
his adventures ; hp replied to 
these eaqiliries lyith grace^ spl- 
drit wad vivacity. He spoke ]thp 
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purest Castilian ; one would 
have taken him for a Spaniard, 
if he had not almost constantly 
said ihou instead of you. This 
word had something so sweet 
about it in his mouth/ that 
Blanca could not help feeling 
a secret spite when he address- 
ed it to one of her young com- 
panions. 

A numerous retinue of ser- 
Tants appeared, and were 
the bearers erf chocolate, of 
fruit cakes, and little sweet 
^^akes from Malaga, white as 
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isnow, poFOus and light as 
sponges. After the refresce^ 
Blanea was intfeated to execute 
one erf ' those eharacteristrc 
dances, in which she excelled 
the most accomplished Guita- 
nas. She was obliged to accede 
to the wishes of her friends. 
Aben-Hamet was silent, but 
his supplicating looks spoke 
as eloquently as his mouth 
would hiftve done. Blanea 
•ehose a zambra^ an expres- 
sive dance which the Spaniards 
Mve bort-owed from the Moors- 




One of the young ladies be- 
gan to play upon the guitar the 
air of this foreign dance. The 
daughter of DonRodrigo took 
off her veil, and fastened a pair 
of ebony castanets round her 
wliite hands. Her black hair falls 
in ringlets on her alabaster neck; 
her mouth and her eyes smile 
in concert ; her colour is ani- 
mated by the action of her 
heart. All at once she makes 
the noisy ebony re-echo, beats 
time threetimes, commencesthe 
song of the zambra, and min- 
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gting iier roioe with the »ound8 
of the guitar^ daits off like 
ligiitBing. 

What variety in her steps! 
What elegance in her attitudes ! 
Now she raises her arms with 
vivacity, then she lets them 
£aU with languor. Sometimes 
she springs forward as if intoxi- 
cated with pleasure, and then 
retires as if overwhelmed Mdth 
sorrow. She turns her head, 
seems to call to her some invi^ 
aifole person, modestly holds 
out her rosy cheek to receive 




the kiss of a newly married 
husband, flies back ashamed, 
returns delighted and consoled, 
marches with a noble and al- 
most warlike step, afterwards 
sliims afresh the verdant mead. 
The harmony between her danc- 
ing, her singing, and the mu- 
sic of the guitar was perfect. 
The voice of Blanca, under a 
alight veil, had that species of 
-accent which stirs up the pas- 
sions from the very bottom of 
the soul. The Spanish music, 
composed of sighs, of lively 
movements; of melancholy re- 
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petitions^ df mrs suddenly 
stopped, presents a singular 
mixture of gaiety and melan- 
choly. This music and this 
dancing settled the destiny of 
the last Abencerage irrecovera- 
bly ; they would have beea 
sufficient to trouble a heart less 
susceptible than his own. 

In the evening they returned 
to Grenada by the valley of the 
Dauro. Don Rodrigo was 
so delighted with the noble 
and polished manners of Aben- 
Hamet^ that he would not let 
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Mmdqpart i^i^hout rec^ving bb 
prouii^ ta cowe frequently a»d 
amuse Blanca witk the w<wader- 
ful stories of the East. . The 
MoQr, M the heighth of Ms 
wishes^ adcepted the intdtatioji 
of the JChike of Saata-F^ ; and^ 
after the follbwmg day, he was 
regular hi his visits to the palaee 
which contained her whom he 
h)ved more than the light of day. 

Blan^a found her heart very 
soon engaged in a deep passion, 
from the very impossihiHty she 
hftd fancied that ^ver she should 
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feel that passion. That s^e 
should love an infidel, a Mooi^, 
a uiiknown stranger^ appeal!^ 
to her so extraordinary, that ^h» 
took no precaution against the 
malady which began to iosinuate 
itself into her veins. But no 
sooner did she become sen^ibl^ 
of its inroads, than $hea0cepted 
this malady like a true S^pania^rdf 
The dangers and troubles whk?h 
she foresaw, neither made h^r 
draw back when on the briqlc 
of the precipice, nor deliberate 
long Mdth her heart. She said 
to herself: " Let Aben^ 
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Mamet become a Christian : let 
Wm love me : and I will follow 
him to the extremity of the 
«arth/' 



On his part, the Abencerage 
also felt the full power of an 
irresistible passion : he no longer 
lived but for Blanca; he no 
longer occupied himself with 
the plans which had brought 
him to Grenada. It was easy 
for hini to obtain the information 
which he came expressly in pur- 
suit of : but every other interest, 
except that of his love, had 



i. 
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vanished . from his eyes. He- 
even dreaded the knowledge 
which might produce a change 
in his mode of existence. He 
asked for nothing ; he wished 
not to know any thing. He $aid 
to himself: ** Should Blanoa 
become a Mahometan; sho]ald 
she love me : I will serve her tOr 
my last breath/^ 

Thus determined in their re- 
solutions, Aben - Hamet and 
Blanca only waited for a favo- 
rable moment to discover their 
mutual sentiments to each othjer. 
it was then the spring of the 
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year. ^* You fhave not yet seen 
the Alhambra/' said the daugh- 
ter of the Duke cf Santa-F^ to 
the Abencemge. *^ If I can 
gcfess^ by some words whieh 
have dropped from you, your 
fainily is originally horn Gre- 
nada. You will perhaps be 
pleased to visit the paiaoe of 
your ancient kings ? I will my- 
self, this evening, be yom* guide 
thither/' 



Aben-Mamet swore, by- the 
prophet, that nq excursicm 
could^ ever be more «^Mea;ble 
to him. 
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At the hour appointed iSwthis 
pHgmnage to^the AUiaiiibra, the 
daughter of Don Rodrigo #n 
ready, mounted ob a wlntemufe^ 
accustomed to climb the rocks 
like a goat. Aben-Hamet ac- 
companied her on an Aiidalu«< 
sian horse, equipped in theTutkw 
ish uianneF. In the rapid 
oouriffi of the young Moor, his 
purple irobe was swelled by the 
wind, his crooked sabre echoed 
on ithe deviated saddle, and the 
wind shodk Ilie|^luttieii4th which 
his'4m%an was surmounted. Tlie 
6(kttmon people, ciharmed by 




his graceful carriage, called out 
on seeing him pass : " It is an 
infidel prince -whom Donna 
Blanca is going to convert." 

They first went up a long 
street which still bore the name 
of an illustrious Moorish family. 
This street bordered on the ex- 
terior inclosure of the Alhambra. 
They then crossed a wood of 
young elm trees, an'ived at a 
fountain, and shortly found 
themselves in front of the inte- 
rior inclosure of the palace of 
BoabdU. In a wall flanked with 
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towers and surmounted by bat^ 
tlements, was a gate called the 
Gate of Judgment. They pas- 
sed through this first gate^ and 
proceeded along a narrow path 
which led them in a serp^tine 
course between high walls aqd 
half ruined houses : this brought 
them to the square of the Al* 
gibes, close to which Charles V. 
was then erecting a palace. 

From thence, turning northward^ 
they halted in a desert court, at 
the foot of an unornamented 
wall, out of repair from the 
effects of time. Aben-Hamet^ 

4 
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springing lightly from his horse, 
presentedhishandtoBlanca,and 
assisted her in alightingfrom her 
mule. The servants knocked at 
a deserted door, the threshold 
of which was concealed by the 
grass ; the door opened, and all 
at once disclosed to view the 
secret recesses of the Alhambra. 



All the charms of, and regrets 
for his country, mingled with 
the illusions of love, seized the 
heart of Aben-Hamet. Silent 
and immoveable, his wondering 
''looks dived into this habitation 
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^ the genii. He fancied him- 
self transported to the entrance 
of one of those palaces which 
are described m the Arabian 
tales. Light galleries^ canals of 
white marble bordered with 
lemon and orange trees in full 
bloom^ fountains^ and solitary 
courts^ presented themselves in 
all directions to his eyes ; and 
through the lengthened vaults 
of the porticoes he perceived 
other labyrinths and fresh en- 
chantments. The azure blue of 
the most heavenly sky appeared 
between the columns, whiqh 
supported a cham of gothic 



76 

arches. The walls were covered 
with arabesques^ which seemed 
to the eye }ike imitations of 
tiiose stuffs of the east^ which^ 
in the ennui of the harem^ are 
embroidered by the caprice of A 
female slave. An ah' of volup- 
tuousnesSy of religion^ and of 
war^ seemed to breathe in this 
magic edifice; it was a species of 
lovers' cloister, a myterious re- 
treaty where the Moorish sove- 
reigns tasted all the pleasures^ 
and forgot all the duties of life. 

After some minutes of sur- 
prise and erf silence, thfe Wo 
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lovers entered into this resi* 
dence of fallen greatness and 
past felicity. They first made 
the roynd of the hall of Mesucar, 
in the midst of the perfume of 
flowers and the cool freshness 
of waters. They then pene- 
trated into the Court of Lions. 
The agitation of Aben-Hamet 
increased at every step. ^^ Didst 
thou not fill my soul with de- 
light/' said he to Blanea, "with 
what pain should I find myself 
obliged to ask of thee, a Spa- 
niard, the history of this pa- 
lace! Ah! these places are 
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made to serve as a retreat for 
happiness^ and !••••'' 

Aben-Hamet perceived the 
name of Boabdil enchased m the 
mosaics: ^* O my king!'* ex- 
claimed he, *^ what is become 
of thee ? where shall I find thee ? 
In thy deserted Alhambra!*' 
And tears of fidelity, of loyalty, 
and of honor suflPased the eyes 
of the young Moor. " Your 
old masters/' said Blanca, ** or 
rather the kings of your fathers, 
were ungrateful/' — ^^ What sig- 
nifies it,'' returned the Aben- 
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cerage^ . " they, were unfortu- 
nate,'' 



As he pronounced these 
words, Blanca conducted him 
into an apartment which seemed 
to be the very sanctuary of the 
temple of love. The elegance 
of this asylum could not be sur- 
passed; the entire ceiling, 
painted blue and gold^ and com- 
posed of arabesques of filagree 
work, allowed the light to ap- 
pear as if through a tissue of 
fiowers. A fountain spouted in 
the midst of the building, the 
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waters of which, falling again 
in a shower of dew, were re- 
ceived in an alabaster shell. 
^* Aben-Hamet,'' said Blanca, 
^^ lo6k well at this fountain ; it 
received the disfigured heads of 
the Abencerages. You can still 
see, on the marble, the stain of 
the blood of the unhappy men 
who were sacrificed toBoabdil's 
suspicions. It is thus that, in 
your country, inen who seduce 
credulous women are treated/' 

'*•»,- • "* - . . . 

Aben^Hamet had ceased to 
listen to Blanca j he had pro- 



81 

strated himself^ and kissed re- 
spectfully the mark of the blood 
of his ancestors. Then rising 
he e^oelaimed : ^^ O Blanca ! I 
swear, by the blood of these 
knights, to love thee with the 
constancy, the fidelity and the 
ardor of an Abencerage J'* 

^^ You love me then!" re^ 
turned Blanca, clasping her 
beautiful hands, £^nd raiding her 
eyes to heaven ; ^^ but do you 
forget that you are an infidel, a 
Moor, an^nemy, andtibatlam 

a Christian and a Spaniard?** 

4** 
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^^ O holy prophet r' said 
Aben-Hamet^ ^* be thou wit- 
ness of my oaths !•...'' Blanca 
interrupted him, ^^ And what 
reliance think you can I place 
on the oaths of a persecutor of 
my God? Do you know whe- 
ther I love you ? Who has given 
you the assurance to hold such 
language to me ?'' 

Abeh-Hamet in consternation 
replied: '^ True, lady, I am 
only thy slave; thou hast 
not chosen me' to be thy 
knight/' 
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*^ Moor/' said Blanca, " lay 
artifice aside. Thou hast seen^ 
by my looks^ that I love thee ; 
my passion for thee exceeds all 
bomids : be a Christian^ and no- 
thing shall prevent me from be- 
ing thine. But^ if the daugh- 
ter of the Duke of Santa-F^ 
venture to speak to thee thus 
frankly^ thou mayest judge, 
from that very circumstance, 
that she mil know how to 
conquer herself, and that 
no enemy of the Christians 
shall ever possess any claim to 
her/' 
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Aben-Hamet^ in a transport 
of passion^ seized the hands o£ 
Blanea^ and placed them first 
on his turban, and then on his 
heart : ^^ Allah is powerful, and 
Aben-Hamet is happy ! O Ma- 
homet, let this Christian ac- 
knowledge thy law, and no- 
thing can. ..... '' — ^^ Thou wt 

a blasphemer,"' said Blanca, 
" let us depart hence/' 

Leaning on the arm of the 
Moor, she proceeded to the 
fountain of the Twelve I4ons, 
which gives its name to one of the 
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courts of the Alhamfora. '' Stran- 
ger/' said the artless Spanish 
maiden^ '^ when I look at thy 
robe, thy turban, and thy arms, 
and think of our loves, I fancy 
I see the shade of the hand- 
some Abencerage walking in 
this forsaken retreat with the 
unfortunate Alfaima. Explain 
to me the Arabic inscription 
^hich is engraved on the mar- 
ble of this fountain/' 



Aben-Hamet read these words : 



The beautiful princess who 
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walks, covered with pearls, in 
her garden, adds to the beauty 
of it so prodigiously. . . • * The 
rest of the inscription was 
effaced. 



" It is for thee that this ins- 
cription was made/' said A- 
ben-Hamet. '^ Beloved Sul- 
tana^ these palaces have never 
been so beautiful in their youth, 
as they now are in their ruins. 

* This inscription, as well as several 
others, is still existing. It is needless to 
|say that I wrote the description of the Al^ 
hambra on the spot. 
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Listen to the murmur of the 
fountains^ the waters of which 
have been turned from their 
course by the moss : look at the 
gardens, which we see through 
these half ruined arcades ; con- 
template the star of day, which 
is setting beyond all these por- 
ticoes ; how sweet it is to wan- 
der with thee in these abodes ! 
Thy words embalm these re- 
treats like the roses of Yemen. 
With what delight do I disco- 
ver, in thy speech, some of the 
accents of the langage of my 



£M;hQr8 ! The mere rustlii^ of 
thy dress on these marbles 
makes my heart leap. The air 
is only perfumed because it has 
touched thy tresses. Beauti-^ 
ful art thou, as the genius of 
my country in the midst of 
these ruins ! But, can Aben- 
Hamet hope to fix thy heart? 
What is he, when compared to 
thee ! He has roamed over the 
mountains with his father; he 
knows the plants of the desert 
.••••• Alas ! there is not one 
of them, that can heal ibe 
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wound which thou hast given 
him !....»• He carries arms^ 
but he is not a knight, I said 
to myself formerly : ^ The wa- 
ter of the sea which sleeps un- 
der shelter in the hollow of the 
rock, is tranquil and silent, 
while aU that is in the open sea 
is noisy and agitated : Aben- 
Hamet ! such will be thy life, 
silent, peaceful and unknown, 
in an unknown corner of the 
earth, while the court of the 
Sultan is overturned by storms !' 
I said so to myself, young Chris- 
tian ; but thou hast proved to 




me that the tempest may also 
disturb the drop of water in the 
hollow of the rock." 



Blanca listened with deUght 
to a language which was so new 
to her, and the oriental turn of 
which seemed so much in har- 
mony with this fairy abode, 
which she rambled over with 
her lover. Love penetrated 
her heart in all directions : she 
felt her knees sink under her, and 
was obliged to lean more heavily 
on the arm of her companion. 
Aben - Hamet supported the 
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sweet burden, and repeated to 
himself as he walked along : 
^^ Ah ! why am I not an illus- 
trious Abeneerage !^* 

*^ Thou wouldst please me 
less/' said Blanea, " for I 
should be more unhappy ; re- 
main in obscurity and live for 
me. A brave knight often for- 
gets his love for glory/' 

* » • 

*' Thou canst not have this 
danger to apprehend/' re- 
plied Aben-Hamet with quick- 
ness. 
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/^ And hqw wouldst thou 
love roe then, if thou w^ft an 
Abencerage ?'' demwided the 
descendant of X^iiuena. 



*^ I would love thee more 
than glory, and less than ho- 
nor!'' was the answer of the 
noble Moor^ 



The sun had sunk beneath 
the horizon during the prome- 
nade of the two lovers; they 
had traversed the whole of the 
Alhainbra. What recollections 
were presented by it to the 
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mind of Aben-H^ttnet ! Here 
the Sultana received by tneonn 
of air^hoks^ the smoke ti the 
p6r£ames which treris burnt 
under her; there ^\ti that se- 
cluded retreat, she adorned her- 
self with the glorious attire of 
the east. And it was Blanca, 
it was his beloved, who re- 
lated all these details to the 
handsome youth whom she ido- 
lized. The rising moon dif- 
fused her doubtful light in the 
forsaken sanctuaries and in th6 
deserted courts of the Alham- 
bra ; her silvcfr rays reflected 



upon the green turf of the gar- 
dens, and upon the walls of the 
apartments, the lace work of an 
aerial architecture, the arches 
of the cloisters, the flitting sha- 
dows of the spouting waters, and 
I those of the trees agitated by 
(the zephyr. The nightingale 
sang in a cypress which pierced 
the dome of a ruined mosque, 
and the echoes repeated her 
plaintive strains. By the light 
of the moon, Aben - Hamet 
wrote the name of Blanca on 
the marble of the Hall of the 
Two Sisters ; he traced it in 
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Arabic characters^ in order that 
the traveller might find an ad- 
ditional mystery for the exercise 
of his conjectures in this palace 
of mysteries. 

^ ' Moor, ' ' said Blanca, ^ ' these 
amusements are too cruel ; let 
us quit this spot. The destiny 
of my life is fixed for ever. Bear 
well in mind these words : 
* Musulman, I am thy mistress 
without hope ; Christian, I am 
thy fortunate wife\ 



.9 ff 



..-i 



Aben - Hamet answered : 
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'^ Christian, lam thy despair- 
ing idave ; Musuhnan, I am 
thy proud husband/' 

And these noble lovers de* 
parted from this dangerous pa- 
lace. 



The passion of Blaiiea in* 
creased every day, and that of 
Aben-^Hamet became Equally 
violet. He ivas so transported 
at the idea of being loved for 
his own sake, and dfoning ttte 
sentiments which he had ins- 
pired to no foreign cause, that 
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he did not disclose the secret 
of his birth to the daughter of 
the Duke of Santa-F^ : he felt 
a secret and delicate pleasure 
in reserving the information 
that he was of an illustrious 
name and race, until the veiy 
day when she would consent to 
give him her hand. But he was 
suddenly recalled to Tunis. His 
mother had been attacked by 
an incurable disease, and wish- 
ed to embrace and bless her 
son before her death. Aben- 
Hamet presented himself at the 
palace of Blanca. *[ Sultana/' 

6 
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said he to her, ^* my mother 
is at the point of death. She 
has sent for me to dose her 
eyes. Wilt thou continue to 
love me ?'' 



9> 



^* Thou Invest me then, 
repBed Blanca turning pale ; 
^^ ishall I never see thee 
more?'' 



*^ Come with me; I wish to 
exact an oath of thee, aaoid to 
give thee one in return, which 
death alone can break. Follow 



me." 
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They preceected together to a 
cemetery lepMch was ^(^rDGkeorly 
that of the Moors. Here and 
there were still to be seen little 
fimeral eohisms rodjuod which 
the scsal{)(tor had formerly fi* 
gured a turban ; but whiefa the 
Oiristbtns had aabsequently 
i^ei^iaced by a cross, Aben- 
Hamet led Blanca to the foot 
of these columns* 



^^ Blanca^ this is the place 
i,*ere my .ancestors repose; I 
swear by their ashes to love 
thee until the day when the an* 

5* 



g^i^ of judgment shall sum-^ 
ihon me to the tribunal of Al- 
lah. I promise thee never to 
engage my heart to another 
w6maji, and to take thee for my 
ivife^ as soon as thou shalt 
know the divine light of the 
prophet. Every year, at this pe- 
rJ6d, J will return to Grenada, 
to see if thou hast kept thy 
faith to me, and if thou wilt 
retiounce thy errors." > 



. > J 



I ! 



'' And I,'' said Blanca, in 
tHwtSi ^' will expect thee every 
year ; I wiU preserve, until my 



l«test bceftth, the £Aith whic|i J 
have sworn to thee ; and I will 
receive thee for my husbaiid^ 
when the God of the Christians^ 
more powerful than thy i^- 
.tress^ shall have melted thy 
infidel heart/' 



* Aben-Hamet departs^ the 
winds carry him to the African 
jshores. His mother had just 
expired. He bestows upon jier 
a tribute of tears ; he embraces 
4ier coffin. Swift roll the 
months ; sometimes wandering 




amid the ruins of Carthage, 
sometimes seated on the tomb 
of Saint-Louis, the banished 
Abencerage longs for the day 
which is to cany him back to 
Gienada. That day at last 
last arrives : Aben-Hamet em- 
barks, and the vessel directs 
her course to Malaga. With 
what transport, with what joy, 
but joy mixed with apprehen- 
sion, did he descry the first 
promontories of Spain ! IsBlanca 
expecting him on these shores ? 
Does she still remember the 
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pocor Arab^ who has never 
ceased to adove her under the 
paka tree c^ the desert ? 

The daughter of the Duke of 
Santik-F^ was not unfaithful to 
hear vows^ She had requested 
her father to convey her to 
Malaga* From the mountain 
tops which bordered the wmr 
habited coasts she followed 
with her eyes the distant vessels 
and the flying sails. During the 
texapest^ she contemplated with 
alarm^ the sea, aa it was rabed 
into fury by the winds. Then 
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it was that she loved to lose 
Jierself in the clouds^ to exposfe 
herself in dangerous passages^ 
to feel herself washed by the 
same waves^ or canied along by 
the same hurricane which threat- 
ened the life of Aben^Hamet. 
As she saw the plaintive sea- 
mew skim the waves with her 
large crooked wings, and fly 
towards the shores of Africa^ 
she charged her with all the 
love messages and extravs^- 
gant wishes which proceed 
from a heart devoured by pas- 
sion. 
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One day, while wandering on 
the beach, she discovered a long 
vessel, whose elevated prow, 
bent mast, and triangular sail 
anoiihced the elegant genius of 
the Moors. Blanca ran to the 
port, into which she soon saw the 
Barbary vessel enter, making 
the sea foam under her rapid 
course. A Moor, most superb- 
ly dressed, was standing on the 
prow. Behind him, two black 
slaves, held by the bridle, an 
Arabian horse, whose smolang 
nostrils and scattered mane 

5** 




indicated both his natural ar- 
dour, and the terror with which 
the noise of the waves affected 
him. The bark arrives, lowersher 
sails, touches the pier, and lays 
to her side ; the Moor springs 
upon the shore, which re- 
echoes with the sound of his 
ai-ms. The slaves disembark 
the leopard - spotted com'sei-, 
which neighs and leaps with 
joy at once more finding him- 
self on land. Other slaves lower, 
with great care, a basket in 
which lay an antelope amid 



pttlm tree leaves ; her deUcatei 
limbs were fastened and doii- 
bled under her, for fear of their 
being broken by the movement 
of the vessel ; she wore a collar 
of aloe beads, and upon the 
gold plate, which served as a 
lEustening to both ends of the 
collar, were engraved in Arabic, 
a name and a talisman. 

Blanoa recognised Aben^-Ha^ 
met i fearful of betraying her- 
self in the presence of the 
crowd, she retired, and sent 




Dorothea, one of her attend- 
ants, to inform the Abencerage, 
that she was waithig for him at 
the palace of the Moors. Aben- 
Hametwas at that moment pre- 
senting to the governor his fir- 
man, written in blue characters 
on beautiful vellum, and rolled 
up in a silk case. Dorothea 
approached, and conducted the 
happy Aben-Hamet to the feet 
of Blanca. How great were the 
transports of the lovers in again 
meeting, satisfiedof each other's 
fidelity! What happiness in 
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seeing each other after so long 
a separation! How many fresh 
vows of eternal affection ! 



The two black slaves bring 
the Numidian courser, which 
in place of a saddle, had only 
a lions' skin thrown over his 
back and fastened by a purple 
belt. Afterwards the antelope 
was introduced. *^ Sultana/' 
said Aben-Hamet, ^^ this is a 
roebuck of my country, almost 
as Mght as thyself/' Blanca, 
with her own hands, untied the 
beautiful animal, which seemed 




to thank her, by looks of the 
sweetest expression. During 
the absence of the Abeneerage, 
the daughter of the Duke of 
Santa-Fe had been studying 
Arabic; she read with tear- 
ful eyes, her own name en- 
graved on the antelope's collar. 
The animal, on being restored 
to her liberty, could scarcely 
stand upon her feet, from their 
having been so long tied up ; 
she laid herself down upon the 
ground, and leaned her head 
against the knees of her mis- 
tress. Blanca gave her some 
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fxe^h dates^ and eai^essed this 
native of the desert^ whose fine 
coat retabied the perfume of 
the aloe wood and of the rose 
ofTtmis. 



The Abencerage, the Duke 
of Santa-F^ and his daughter 
departed together for Grenada. 
The days of the happy lovers 
passed nearly as those of the 
preceding y ear c The same 
walks, the same regret at the 
sight of his country^ the same 
love, or rather love always in- 
creasing, and always mutual ; 
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but also the same attachment 
in the two lovers to the religion 
of their fathers. " Become a 
Christian," saidBlanca; — ** be- 
come a Musulman," said Aben- 
Hamet. And they separated 
once more, without giving way 
to the passion which attracted 
them to each other. 

Aben-Hamet re-appeared the 
third year, like those birds of 
passage, which love brings back 
to our climates in the spring. 
This time he found not Blanca 
on the shore , but a letter from 
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.the object of his adoration iu- 
formed the faithful Arab of the 
departure of the Duke for Ma- 
drid^ and the arrival of Don 

■ 

Carlos at Grenada. The latter 
was accompanied by a French 
prisoner, now his friend. The 
Moor's heart sunk within him 
at the perusal of this letter. He 
set out from Malaga for Grena- 
da with the most melancholy 
forebodings ; the mountains ap- 
peared to him frightfully soli- 
tary : and he several times turn- 
ed round to look at the sea 
which he had just crossed. 
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Blanca, during her father's 
absence, had been unable to 
quit a brother whom she loved, a 
brother who intended to divest 
himself of all his property in 
her favor, and whom she had 
not seen for seven years. Don 
Carlos possessed all the cou- 
rage and all the pride of his 
country. Terrible as the con- 
querors of the New World, 
in whose ranks he had first 
carried arras ; religious like 
the Spanish knights who con- 
quered the Moors, he cherished 
in his heart that hatred of the 



mfidela wMch he mhetit^ vfiHk 
tbfe bloo4 oif the (M. 
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Thomaa de Lautree, of the 
illustrious house of Foix^ in 
which beauty in the femalies axtd 
bravery in the males were re- 
garded as hereditary qualities, 
was the younger brother of the 
Countess de Foix, and of the 
bi^ve and unfortunate Odel de 
Foix, Lord of Lautrec. At 
the age of eighteen^ Thomas 
was knighted by Bayard^ in 
that retreat whTeh icost the life 
of the knight mthoutfear and 




without reproach. Some timfe 
after, Thomas was pierced with 
wounds and made prisoner at 
Pavia, when defending the 
chivalrous monarch, who then 
lost all, except his honor. 

Don Carlos de Bivar, who 
was a witness of the gallantry 
of Lautrec, had caused the 
greatest care to be taken of the 
wounds of the young French- 
man, and there was speedily 
formed between them one of 
thoseheroicfriendships, of which 
esteem and virtue are the foun- 
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dations. Francis I. had re^* 
turned to France, but Charles 
y. detained the other priso- 
ners. Lautrec had had the ho- 
nor to share his sovereign's 
captivity; and to lie at his feet 
in prison. Having remain- 
ed in Spain, after the departure 
of his king, he had been given up 
on his parole, to Don Carlos, 
who had just brought him to 
Grenada. 

When Aben-Hamet present- 
ed himself at the palace of Don 
Rodrigo, and the door of Bie 
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apartment in which was the 
Duke of Santft-F^'s daugh- 
ter was opened, the Ahence- 
ra^ «&perienced torfiiients hi-- 
tfaerto imknown to him. At the 
feet of Donna Blanca was seat- 
ed a young man, whb wa« 
looking at her with a species of 
trBMspovt This young mafi 
wore breeches made of buffa*^ 
loe'sakan, a;nd a doublet of the 
same colour, fastened by a belt 
from which was suspended a 
sword icriitii flieurs de lys. A 
siik mantle was thrown ov«r 
faiB sbould»s, and he wore a 



narrow brimitied hat, siiaded 
with plumes c^ feal;heiTS« A 
laee rvlSy fafling bad^ on Mb 
bosoniv allowed part of Mb 
neck to be seen. A pair of 
mustacboes, black as dbony:, 
gave a masculine and warlike 
air to a countenance naturally 
mild.. To his large boots, which 
fell down and doubled over his 
feet, were attached golden 
^urs, the marks of the owner's 
knightly quality. 

At some disttanoe, another 
knight was standing. 
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on the iron cross of his long 
sword ; he was dressed like 
his companion, but seemed ra- 
ther older. His austere look, 
though at the same time ardent 
and passionate, inspired respect 
and awe ; the red cross of Ca- 
latrava was embroide-cd on his 
doublet with this device : for it 
and for my king. „^ 



When Blanca first saw Aben- 
Hamet, she uttered an involun- 
tury scream " Knight," said 
she immediately, ** this is the 
infidel of whom I said so much 
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to you } t<ijke care be tdoe« 
iiot bear away the victory* 
The Abencerages were jiwt like 
him, and they were surpassed 
by none in loyalty, courage and 
gallantry." 

Don CarloB advanced to meet 
Afoen-Hamet. ^' Senor Moor/* 
said he, ^^ my father and sister 
have informed me of your name. 
They beMeve you are of a no^ 
ble and brave race: you are 
yourself distinguished for your 
ocnsrtesy. My master, Charles V.:^^ 
caust soonoommence war against^ 



TuniSj and we shall shortly, I 
hope, meet each other in the 
field of honor." 



Aben-Hamet placed his hand 
npon his bosom, seated him- 
self upon the ground without 
answering, and remained with 
his eyes fixed upon Blanca and 
upon Lautrec. The latter was 
admiring, with the curiosity pe- 
culiar to his countrymen, the 
handsome countenance of the 
Moor, his noble dress and his 
brilliant armour. Blanca dis- 
played not the slightest em^ 
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barrassment : her soul was com- 
pletely exhibited in her eyes; 
the ingenuous Spaniard made no 
attempt to conceal the secret of 
her heart. After a silence of a 
few moments, Aben - Hamet 
rose/ made his bow to the 
daughter of Don Rodrigo, and 
retired. Astonished at the be- 
haviour of the Moor, and at the 
looks of Blanca, Lautrec left 
the apartment, with a suspicion 
which was speedily changed 
into certainty. 

Don Carlos remained alone 

6* 
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with hissister, ^ ' Blanca/' said Jbe^ 
" explain yourself. Whence this 
trouble which the sight of this 
stranger has occasioned you ?** 

^^ Brother/^ answered Blanea^ 
'^ I love Aben^Mamet, and if 
he wiU foecoihe a Christian, my 
haakdis his/' ^ 



^' WhotT' exclaimed Don 
Carlos, ^^ you love Aben-Ha- 
rac*! the daughter of the Bi- 
vars love a Moor, an infidd^, 
an enemy, whom we have driven 
from these palaces 1" 
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^* Don Carlos^'' replied Blan- 
ca^ *^ I love Aben - Hamet ; 
Aben *.Hamet loves me,; for 
three years he has renounced 
me^ sooner* than renounce the 
religion of his forefathers. He 
possesses nobility^ honour and 
knighthood : to my last breath 
I will adore him/^ 



Don Carlos was capable of es- 
timating^ in its fullest extent^ the 
generous resolution of Aben-Ha- 
met^ although he lamented the 
Infatuation of this infidel. ^* Un- 
fortui^ateBlanQa/* saidhe> * ^ whi- 



126 

*'tber will this passion lead thee ! I 
had hoped that my friend Lau- 
trec would become ray brother." 

" Thou deceivedst thyself," 
said Blanca, " I cannot love 
' that stranger. As to my feel- 
higs for Aben-Hametj I am ac- 
countable to no one : keep thy 
knightly vows, as I shall keep 
my vows of love. For thy com- 
fort, be assured of this, that 
Blanca will never become the 
wife of an infidel." 



" Our family will then disap- 
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pear from the earth/' said Don 
Carlos. 



'* It is thy business to revive 
it," said Blanca, *^ besides, of 
what consequence are sons 
whom thou wilt never see, and 
who will degenerate from thy 
y virtues ? Don Carlos, I know 
that we are the last of our 
race; we are too much out of 
the common order to expect 
that our blood should flourish 
after us. The Cid was our an- 
cestor: he will be our poste- 
rity ;'' so saying she quitted the 
apartment. 
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Don Carlos flew to the Aben^ 
cerage. *' Moor, renounce my 
sister^ or meet me in single 
combat/' 



** Art thou intrusted by thy 
sister/' said Aben^Hamet^ ^* to 
reclaim the vows which she has 
made to me?'' 



'^ No," replied Don , Carlos^ 
** she loves thee more than 



ever." 



^^ Ah! worthy brother of 
Blanca !" exclaimed Aben-^-Ha- 
met, interrupting him, ** I must 
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^live all my happiness from 
thy noble blood I O fortunate 
Ahen^Hamet ! O happy day I 
I believed that Blanca was 
unfaithful for this French 
knight. . . • '' 

" That is thy misfortune V 
exclaimed Don Carlos in his 
turn, *• Lautrec is my friend ; 
but for thee, he would be my 
brother. You must give me 
satisfaction for the tears which 
you make my family shed/' 



*^ lam contented to do so, 

6** 



7} 




answered Aben-Hamet, " but 
although I am sprung from an 
ancient family, which has pro- 
bably combated thine, I am not 
a knight. I aee no one here 
to confer upon me that order, 
which will allow thee to mea- 
sure thy strength with mine, 
without degrading thy rank." 



Struck with the Moor's ob- 
servation, Don Carlos looked 
at him with a mixture of ad- 
miration and rage. Then all at 
once, " I myself will dub thee 
knight ! thou art worthy of it." 
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Aben-Hamet bent his knee 
to Don Carlos. The latter 
gave him the accolade, by 
striking him three times on the 
shoulder with the flat side of 
his sword ; afterwards, he gird- 
ed on him the same sword which 
the Abencerage, perhaps, was 
about to plunge into his bosom. 
Such was ancient honour. 



Both of them _ immediately 
sprung upon their coursers, got 
beyond the walls of Grenada, 
and flew to the fountain of the 
Pine. The duels between the 



Moors and Christians had for a 
long time^ given celebrity to this 
spring. It was there that Ma- 
lek Alabes had fought with 
Ponce de Leon^ and the grand 
master of Calatrava had killed 
the brave Abayados. The frag- 
ments of the armour of thi^ 
Moorish knight were still seen 
suspended from the branches of 
the Pine, and on the bark of 
the tree some letters of a fune- 
ral inscription were still legible. 
Don Carlos pointed out with 
his hand^ to the Abencerage^ the 
tomb of Abayados *^ Imitate/' 



said he to him^ ^^ that brave 
mfidel^ and receive baptiism and 
death from my hand/' 

*^ Death perhaps/" answered 
Aben-Hamet, ^^but Allah and 
the Prophet for ever !'* 

They immediately proceeded 
to take their ground, and rushed 
against each other with fury. 
They were only provided with 
swords: Aben-Hamet was much 
less skilful than Don Carlos in 
combat^butthe excellence of his 
sword^ which had been tempered 




at Damascus, and the fleetness 
of his Arabian steed, gave him 
an advantage over his enemy. 
He gave the reins to his courser 
iu the Moorish manner, and 
with his large sharp stirrup, 
cut the right leg of Don 
Carlos's horse under the knee. 
The wounded animal fell to the 
ground, and Don Carlos, dis- 
mounted by this fortunate blow, 
marched against Aben-Hamet, 
bearing his sword aloft. Aben- 
Hamet sprung to the ground, 
and met Don Carlos with in- 
trepidity ; he warded off the 



135 

first blows of the Spaniard, who 
broke his sword against the 
Damascus blade ; twice disap- 
pointed by ^fortune, Don Carlos 
shed tears of rage, and called 
out to his enemy: *' Strike, 
Moor, strike ; Don Carlos, al- 
though disarmed, defies thee, 
thee, and all thy infidel race/' 

" Thou mightest have slain 
me," replied the Abencerage, 
'* but I never thought of giving 
thee the slightest wound. I 
only wished to prove to thee 
that I was worthy of being thy 
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brother, and tp prevent thee 
from despising me/' 

-.At that instant, rthey per- 
ceived a cloud of dust : it was 
Lautrec and Blanca, who were 
spurring on two mares of Fez, 
fleeter than the wind. On arri- 
ving at the fountain of the Pine,; 
they saw the combat suspended. 

^^ I am vanquished,*' said 
Don Carlos, ^^ this knight has 
given me my life. Lautreo, 
you will perhaps be more for- 
tunate than me ?'' 
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^* My wounds,*' replied Lau- 
trec, in a noble and dignified 
tone of voice, *^ allow me to 
decline the combat with this 
courteous knight. I have no 
wish/^ added he, with a blush, 
^* to learn the subject of your 
quarrel, or to penetrate a secret 
which would probably be a 
death blow to myself; my ab- 
sence will speedily cause peace 
to be restored between you, at 
least unless it be Blanca's or- 
ders that I should remain at her 
feet:' 



^138 

- /^ Sir knight/' said Blanca^ 
t' you must remain with my bro- 
ther : you must look upon me as 
your sister. The hearts of all 
^present are suffering deeply; 
^^you will learn £rom us to bear 
htheijteoflifei" r 

<i Btenoa wished to constrain 
the three knights, to shake each 
other's hands ; all three refused 
to do so, ^* I hate Aben-Ha- 
met/' exclaimed Don Carlos. 

r^^ I envy him/' said Lautrec. 

j^* And I/' said the Abence* 
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rage, ^^ I esteem Don Carlos, 
and I pity Lautree ; but I can 
love neither of them/' 



^' Let us continue to see 
each other/' said Blanca, ^^ and 
sooner or later friendship will 
follow esteem. Let the fatal 
event which has brought us 
here, be for ever unknown at 
Grenada/' 



From that moment Aben*- 
Hamet became a thousand 
times dearer to the daughter of 
the Duke of Santa-F^ : love 
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delights in ydLoiur* Nothing 
TVAS now wanting to the Aben- 
cerage, since he had shewn 
himself brave^ and Don Carlos 
owed his life to him. Aben- 
Hamet^ by the advice of Blan* 
ca^ abstained from appearing 
at the palace for several days, 
to allow the wrath of Don Car-^ 
los tune.to coqL A mixture of 
mild and bitter feelings filled 
the soul of Aben-Hametj if, 
€» the one hand, the certainty 
of being loved with so much 
Qdelity and ardour was to him 
im inexhaustible source of de-^ 
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Ught; .on the other/ the oeon^ 
tainty of never being happy 
without renouncing the religion 
of his fathers, weighed heavily 
on his courage. Years liad 
already elapsed without bring'- 
ing any relief to his sufferings : 
Bfaould he see the rest of his 
life pass away in the same man- 
ner ? 



He was plunged into an 
abyss of the moat serious and 
tender reflexions, when one 
evening, he heard the beH 
ringing for that christian prayer 




which announces the close of 
the day. It struck him that 
he would enter into the temple 
of the God of Blanca, and ask 
further counsel of the Master of 
Nature. 

He sets out ; he arrives at 
the gate of an ancient mosque, 
which had been converted into 
a church by the faithful. With 
a heart pierced by sorrow and 
feelings of devotion, he pene- 
trated into the temple which 
was formerly that of his God 
and of his country. Prayers 




were just ended : there was no 
longer any one in the church. 
A holy obscurity prevailed 
amid the multitude of columns, 
which resembled the trunks of 
trees of a regularly planted fo- 
rest, The light architeetureof the 
Arabs was here married to the 
gothic architecture, and, with- 
out losing any thing of its ele- 
gance, it had assumed a gra- 
vity better adapted to medita- 
tion. A few lamps scarcely 
gave light to the hollows of the 
vaults ; but, by the brightness 
of several lighted tapers, the 



altar of the sanctuary was still 
conspicuous : it glittered with 
gold and precious stones', llie 
Spaniards glory in stripping 
themselves of theii" riches, in 
order to decorate with them the 
objects of their worship ; and the 
image of the living God, placed 
in the midst of lace veils, of 
crowns of pearls, and bunches 
of rubies , receives the adoration 
of a half naked people. 



Not a seat was to seen in 
the whole extent of this vast 
area: a marble pavement, which 
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served as a covering to the 
coffins^ served the great as well 
as the little^ to prostrate them- 
selves before the, Lord. Aben- 
Hamet. walked slowly up the 
diverted naves^ which re-echoed 
with the soUtary noise of his 
footsteps. His mind was di- 
vided between the recollections 
which this ancient edifice of the 
Moorish religion recalled to his 
memory^ and the feelings to 
which the religion of Christians 
give birth in his heart. He 
distinguished at the foot of a 
column, a motionless . figure, 

7 
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' nirhich he at first mistook for a 
:statue on a tomb. On ap- 
proaching it, he distinguished 
a young knight on his knees, 
with his forehead reverently 
bent, and his arms crossed upon 
Ins bosom. This knight made 
not the slightest movement at 
the noise of Aben - Hamet*8 
steps ; no mental wandering, 
no exteraal sign of life dis- 
turbed his deep prayer ; his 
sword was laid on the ground 
before him, and his plumed hat 
was placed by his side on the 
marble : he had the appearance 
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of being fixed in that attitude 
from the effect of some en- 
chantment. Aben-'Hamet re- 
cognized Lautrec. ^^ AhP' 
said he to himself , ^^ this young 
sad handsome Frenchman is 
asking some signal favour of 
heaven ; this warrior, so cele- 
brated for his courage, is here 
laying his heart bare to the So- 
vereign of Heaven, as the hum- 
blest and th^ most obscure of 
men ! Let me also pray to the 
God of knights and of glory/' 

Aben-Hamet was about to 

7^ 




prostrate himself upon the mar- 
ble, when he perceived, by the 
glimmering of a lamp, some 
Arabic characters and a verse 
of the Koran, which appeared 
upon a half ruined tablet. 
His heart again felt the 
pangs of remorse ; and he 
made haste to quit a building 
in which he had entertained the 
idea of becoming a traitor to 
his rehgion and his country. 

The cemetery which sur- 
rounded this ancient mosque 
was a species of garden, planted 
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with orange, cypress and palm 
trees, and watered by two foun- 
tains ; a cloister went all round 
it. Aben-Hamet, in passing 
under one of the porticoes, per- 
ceived a female about to en- 
ter the church. Although she 
was wrapped up in a veil, the 
Abencerage recognized the 
daughter of the Duke of Santa- 
F^ i he stopped her, and said 
to her : " Dost thou come to 
seek Lautrec in this temple ?'' 

^^ Dismiss this vulgar jiea- 
lousy,'' replied Blanca, *Mf I 




no longer loved thee, I would 
tell thee so : I would scorn to 
deceive thee. I come here to 
pray for thee. Thou alone art 
now the object of my wishes. I 
forget the concerns of my own 
soul for thine. Thou shouldst 
not have intoxicated me with 
the poison of thy love, or thou 
shouldst have consented to serve 
the God whom I serve. Thou 
disturbest my whole family ; 
my brother hates thee, my fa- 
ther is overwhelmed with vexa- 
tion, because I refuse to marry. 
Dost thou not see how much 
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my. health jraff^s ? Behold this 
euehanted asylum of deatfai: 
here P slialleoon beJaid^if thoa 
dost not hasten to receive my 
vows at the foot of the Chris- 
tifui altar. The struggles which I 
endure are gradually undermine 
ing my :e^9ten^e ; thepassicm 
with y9^k thou hast mapped 
me, will jdot always suppoisb this 
feeble fr^e. Remember, oh 
Moof^ to apeak to thee in tiiy 
oifn language, that the flame 
wMehligh^ the torch, ia also the 
fire which consumes it/' 
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So sayings Blanca entered 
the churchy and left Aben-Ha- 
met confounded with her last 
words. 



The struggle is ended ; the A- 
bencerage is vanquished : he is 
about to renounce the errors of 
his faith ; he has struggled long 
enough; the di*ead of seeing 
Blanca perish triumphs over 
every other feeling in the breast 
of Aben-Hamet/^ After all/' said 
he to himself 9 ^^ perhaps the God 
of the Christians is the true 
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God ? This God is always the 
deity of noble souls^ since he 
is the God of Blanca, of Don 
Carlos^ and of Lautrec/' 



V 



Full of this idea, Aben-Ha- 
inet waited with impatience for 
the following day, to inform 
Blanea of his resolution, and to 
convert a life of sorrow and of 
tears into one of joy and happi- 
ness ; he was unable, however, to 
repair to the palace of the Duke 
until the evening. He learned 
that Blanea was gone with 

her brother to the Generalife, 

7** 




where Lautrec was giving an 
entertainment to his friend's 
sister. Agitated by fresh sus- 
picions, Aben-Hamet flies up- 
on the traces of Blanca. Lau- 
trec blushed at seeing the Aben- 
cerage appear so suddenly ; as 
to Don Carlos, he received the 
Moor with cool politeness, 
through which esteem was per- 
ceptible. 

Lautrec had caused a colla- 
tion to be served up of the fi- 
nest fruits of Spain and of A- 
Mm.f in one of the apartments 
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of the Generalife, stiled the 
Hall of the Knights. AU K>HBd 
(Ms hall were susp^aded the 
portraits of the prinoes and 
knights^ who had conquered 
theMoors^^ — of Pelayo, the Cid, 
Qonzalvo de Cordova; and 
the sword of the last king of 
Grenada was hung under^ these 
portraits. Aben-Hamet did not 
allow the internal pain which he 
felt to appear^ and only thought^ 
like the lion in the fable^ on 
looking at these portraits, ** We 
knownot how to paint/' 
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The ^nerous L#autrec^ who 
saw the eyes of the Abeneerage 
turned involuntarily towards the 
sword of Boabdil, said to him, 
^^ Knight of the Moorij, had I 
anticipated the honor of ' your 
presence at this fete, I would 
not have received you here. 
One loses a sword every day, 
and I have seen the bravest of 
monarchs deliver up his to his 
fortunate enemy." 

^^ Ah !'*' exclaimed the Moor, 
hiding his face with a comer of 



157 

his rqbe^ ^^ one might lose it 
like Francis I., but like Boab- 



As night came on, lights were 
brought, and the conversation 
took another turn. Don Carlos 
was requested to relate the dis- 
covery of Mexico. He spoke of 
that unknown world with the 
pompous eloquence, which is 
peculiar to the Spanish nation. 
He related the misfortunes of 
Montezuma, the manners of the 
Americans, the prodigies of 
Spanish valour, and even the 




cruelties of his countrymen, 
which did not, in his eyes, 
seem to deserve either praise or 
blame. These narratives de- 
lighted Aben - Hamet, whose 
passion for the marvellous be- 
trayed his Arabian blood. When 
it came to his turn, he gave a 
picture of the Ottoman empire, 
newly established on the ruins 
of Constantinople, bestowing a 
tribute of passing regret to the 
first empire of Mahomet ; the 
happy days when the Comman- 
der of the True Believers saw 
shining around him Zobeide, 
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Flower of Beauty, Strength of 
Hearts, Tempest add the. ge* 
nerous Ganem, the Slave for 
Love. Aj| to Lautrec» he paint- 
ed the gall^t court of Francis 
the Fh'st j the arts reviving from 
the midst of barbarism, the 
honor, the loyalty, the chivalry 
of the * olden time,' joined to 
the politeness of civilized ages, 
the Gothic turrets ornamented 
with the Grecian orders, and 
the French ladies setting off 
their rich dresses with Athenian 
elegance. 
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After this conversation^ Lau- 
trec^ wishing to amuse the di- 
vinity of the entertainment, took 
his guitar, and sang this ro- 
mance* which he had composed 
to one of the mountain airs 
of his country : 

Oft to my birth place, memory's glance 
Will tum» and my wrapt soul entrance ! 
Sister, how sweet the minutes rolled 

in France ; 
My country ! thee more dear I hold 

Than gold. i, 

* The public is already acquainted with 
this romance. I composed the words for 
an air of the mountains of Auvergne, re- 
markable for its sweetness and simplicity. 
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Rememberest thou how to her breast 
Our mother both her children prest. 
And how her bright white locks would glister ? 

How blest ! 
While we with lips of love, sweet sister J 

Kiss*d her. 

Rememl^'rest thou that castle dear. 

By which the swift stream flowed ; and ne^r. 

That Moorish tow'r, with age so worn, 

From which 
The trumpet sounded when the morn 

Was born. 

Rememb'rest thou that tranquil lake 
Which the swift swallow skimmed to slake 
His thirst ; where zephyr the sweet rose 

Would shake ; 
And Sol's last rays at evening's close 

Repose. 
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Rememb'rest thon that friend beloy'd 
Who mj heart's^tend'rest passion moved ; 
As^ to pluck flowrets sweet and fine. 

She rov'd, 
Helen did her fond heart on mine 

Recline. 

Oh ! who m)r Helen back will yields 
My native hill» my oak^croWned field ? 
Their memory ke^s my heart-wounds old 

Unhealed ; 
My country ! thee more dear I hold 

Than gold. 

As he finished the last cou- 
plet, Lautrec, with his glove, 
brushed away the tear which 
the recollection of the gentle 
land of France extorted from 



him. The regret of the hand- 
some prisoner was warmly par- 
ticipated by Aben-Hamet, who 
deplored as well as Lautrec, 
the loss of his country. When 
requested to take the guitar in 
his turn, he excused himself, 
by saying that he only knew 
one romance, which would not 
be at all agreeable to Christian 
ears. 



'^ If it is a song of the infi- 
dels smarting under oiu* vic- 
tories," said Don Carlos scorn- 
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Grenada's to^n 
Before him lay, 
With sudden start, 
** Fair town," said he, 
* My hand and heart 
I give to thee. 

" Thee will 1 wive. 
And to thee will 
Cordoya gpiTe, 
And proud Seville. 
Robes rich and fair, 
Andjewelsfine, 
Shall all declare 
My love is thine," 

Grenada cried, 
*' Great Leon's king ! 
I'm the Moor'^s bride, 
I wear his ring. 
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Then keep thy own ; 
The gems I wear 
Are a gorgeous zone» 
And children dear.'' 

Thou promis'd'st thus» 

But kep'st not well. 

Oh woe for ns ! 

Grenada fell. 

A Christian base, 

Abencerage, 

Rules thy birth place ; 

T'was in Fate's page. 

To that tomb ne'er. 
The pool so near. 
Shall camel bear 
Medina's seer. 

A Christian base, 

Abencerage, 
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Rules thy birth place ; 
T'was in Fate's page. 

Alhambra*s towVs! 
Palace of God ! 
Town of fair flow'rs 
And fountains broad! 
A Christian base, 
Abencerage, 
Rules thy birth place ; 
T'was in Fate's page. 

The plaintive artlessness of 
this ballad affected even the 
proud Don Carlos, notwith- 
standing the imprecations it pro- 
nounced against the Christians. 
He would have wished to be 
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excused from singing himself^ 
but out of courtesy to Lautrec^ 
he felt obliged to yield to his 
intreaties* Aben-Hamet hand- 
ed the guitar to Blanca's bro- 
ther, who thus celebrated the 
exploits of the Cid, his illus- 
trious ancestor.* 

* All the world knows the air of the Foliies 
of Spain, This air had no words, at least 
none which expressed its grave, religious 
and chivalrous character. This character 
i have endeavoured to give in the ro- 
mance of the Cid. This romance, hav- 
ing got into the hands of the public with- 
out my consent, some celebrated masters 
did me the honor to set it to mui^c. 

8 
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Bright in bismaiU with lore and yaloor fired. 
The Gid, about to part for Afric*8 wair, 
Str^etched at,Ximena*8 feet, a? love inspired, 
Thus sung his parting to the sweet guitar : 

But, .as I had expressly composed it 
for the air of the Follies ofSpain^ the fourth 
stanza of it. becoine&i con^plete nonsense^ un« 
less reference is had tp my original intention. 
Finally, these three romances have little other 
merit than their adaptation to three old airs of 
undoubted nationality : besides this, they 
bring on the denouement of the story.* 

♦ Note hy the Translator. — ^It was the wish 
of the publishers to have given the original 
music of these three airs; but they were 
unable to procure more than the first. The 
translations are made in the same nii^asure 
as the originals ; for these the translator is 
indebted to the kindness of two friends. 



• > 
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** My love hath 9aid :, Go, forth and meet the 

Moor, 
Return yictorious from the well fought field ; 
Yes ! I shall then believe thou canst adore» 
If^ a;t m J wish, thy love to honor yield !'* 

** Then give to me my helmet and my spear ! 
In bloody fight the Cid his love shall prove, 
Amidst the din of war the Moor shall hear 
His battle cry, My honor and my love !" 

O gallant^Moor, vauntoiot thy tuneful strain, 
My song shall be a nobler theme than thine. 
Ere long 'twill become the folly of Spain, 
As one where love with honor doth combine. 

• ' - - . » ■ • - 

Oft in my native vallies shall beh^ard 
in the old Christians' mouth Rodrigo's name, 
Who nobly to inglorious'life preferred 
His God, his.king« his honor, and his flame, 

8* 



Don Carlos appeared so proud 
in singing these words^ in a 
masculine and sonorous voic^> 
that he might have been taken 
for the Cid himself. Lautrec 
shared the warlike enthusiasifi 
of his friend; but the AbeA"- 
cerage turned pale at the name 
of the Cid. 

'' This knight/' said he, 
^^ whom the Christians denomi- 
nated the Flower of Battles, 
bears with us the name of the 
Cruel. Had his generosity but 
equalled his valour.. , . /' 
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^^ His generosity/* said Don 
Carlos, interrupting Aben-Ha- 
met, warmly, ^^ was even greater 
than his courage, and none but 
a Moor would calumniate the 
hero to whom my family owes 
its birth/' 



^^ What sayest thou?*' ex- 
claimed Aben-Hamet, spring- 
ing up from the seat on which 
he lay half reclined : ^^ dost 
thou reckon the Cid among thy 
ancestors ?'' 



'' His blood flows in my 
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veins/' replied Don Carlos, 
'^ and I recognise my pos- 
session of it, by tibe ha- 
tred with which, my heart 
bums against the foes of my 
God/' i 1 . « 



^^ It follows then/' said Aben- 
Hamet, looking at Blanca, 
^^ that you belong to the family 
of the Bivars. which, after the 
conquest of Grenada, inydded 
the possessions of the unfor- 
tunate Abencerages, • and put 
to death an ancient knight of 
that name, who attempted to 
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defend the tombs of his fore- 
fathers/' 



^^ Moor !" exclaimed Don 
Carlos, inflamed with rage, 
^^ know that I do not. suflfer 
myself, to he interrogated. If 
I now. possess the spoils of the 
Abeneerages, my ancestors ac* 
quired them at the price of their 
blood, and to their sword only 
do they owe them/' 

^^ Only one word more/' said 
Aben-Hamet, with constantly 
increasing emotion ; ^^ we knew 
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not in our exile that the Bivars 
had the title of Santa-Fe, and 
it was this which was the cause 
of my error/* 

*^ It was on the same Bi- 
var," answered Don Carlos, 
** who conquered the Abence- 
rages, that this title was confer- 
red by Ferdinand the Catho- 
lic/' 



The head of Aben-Hamet de- 
clined upon his bosom ; he re- 
mained standing in the midst 
of Don Carlos, Lautrec and 



177 

Blanca^ who looked at him with 
astonishment. Two floods of 
tears gushed from his eyes upon 
the poignard which was fast- 
ened to his gu'dle. ^^ Pardon 
me/' he said, *^ men ought 
not, I know, to shed tears; 
from this time mine will no 
longer flow externally, although 
I have many more to shed ; 
listen to me. 



* ^ Blanca ! my love for thee 
equals the burning winds of 
Arabia. I was conquered: I 
could no longer live without 
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thee. But yesterday the sight 
of this French knight at his 
prayers, and thy'Tk)rds in the 
cemetery of the temple/ made 
me resolve to know thy God, 
and to pledge thee my 
faith/' . vr ■ 



A movement of joy from 
Blanca, and of surprise from 
Don Carlos, interrupted Aben- 
Hamet ; Lautrec . covered his 
face with both hands. The 
Moor divined his thoughts^ and 
shaking his head with an ago- 
nizing smile, said, '^ Knight, 
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lose not all hope :;. as to thee, 
Blanca, weep for ever over the 
last Abeneerage/' 

Blanca^ Don Carlos and Lan- 
trec, all three lifted up their 
hands to heaven, and exclaimed, 
^* The last Abeneerage !" 

There .was ^ moment of si- 
lence.; fear, hope, hatred, love, 
astonishment and jealousy agi- 
tated their . different . hearts : 
Blanca shortly fell upon her 
knees: ^* Gracious God! thou 
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hast justified my choice ; I 
could only love the descendant 
of heroes V 



*^ Sister!'' said the irritated 
Don Carlos, ^* you forget that 
you are here in the presence of 
Lautrec/' 



^^ Don Carlos/' said Aben- 
Hamet, ** suspend thy wrath ; 
it is my business to restore thee 
to repose/V Then, addressing 
himself to Blanca, who had 
again taken her seat : 
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*^ . Houri of heaven, Geni^ 
of love and of beauty, Aben- 
Hamet will be thy slave to his 
latest breath ; but hear the full 
extent of his misfortune. The 
old man who was immolated by 
thy ancestor, while defending 
his home, was the father of 
my father ; learn also a secret 
which I concealed from thee, or 
rather which thou madest 

* 

me forget. When I came for 
the first time to visit this sor- 
rowful country, my first object 
was to find out some descendant 
of the Bivars whom I might call 
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to account for the blood which 
his fathers had shed*'" 

^^ Well then/' aaidBlanca, in 
a voice/ of grief ^ but sustained 
by the accent of a great soul^ 
^^ what i& thy resolution i"! ^ 

^^^ ;The only one which is 
worthy of thee/' answered 
Ab^-Hamet) ^^ to restore thee 
thy vows, to'satUfy by my 
eternal absence^ and by my 
death, what we both of us owe 
to the enmity of our Gods, of our 
countries, and of our families. 
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Should my image ever be blotted 
out from thy heart ; if time, which 
destroys every thing, should 
erase fix)m thy memory the recol- 
lection of Aben-Hamet. ... this 
French knight. .... Thou owest 
this sacrifice to thy brother/' 

Lautrec started up impetu- 
ously, and threw himself into 
the arms of the Moor. ^' Aben-r 
Hamet, think, not to outdo, me 
in generosity ; I am a Ei^eneh-^ 
man; I was knighted by Ba- 
yard ; I have shed my blood for 
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my king; I will be like my 
sponsor and my prince, without 
fear and without reproach. 
Shouldst thou remain with 
us, I will intreat Don Carlos to 
bestow upon thee the hand of 
his sister; if thou quittest Gre- 
nada, never shall thy mistress 
be troubled with a whisper of 
my love. Thou shalt not cariy 
with thee into thy exile, the 
fatal idea that Lautrec was in- 
sensible to thy virtues, and 
sought to take advantage of 
thy misfortune. *' 
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And the young knight pressed 
the Moor to his bosom with 
the warmth and vivacity of a 
Frenchman. 



^^ Knights/' said Don Car- 
los in his turn, *' I expected 
nothing less from the illustrious 
races to which ye belong. 
Aben-Hamet, by what mark 
can I recognize you for the last 
Abencerage ?'' 

*^ By my conduct/' replied 
Aben-Hamet. 

^' I admire it, undoubtedly/* 



186 



said tibie l^paaiai^, ; ?* bufc, be- 
fore I explain myself, shew me 
some proof of your birth." 






Aben-Hamet took from his 

bo&Omrt]^ heyeditary jriilg of 
thej.)Ai>encerages, which he 
wore &m$pended from a golden 
chaii]^: ' 



* ' . ' '/ 



At sight of this, Don Carlos 
stretched out his hand to the unt;? 
fortunate Aben-Hamet '^ Sir 
knight/^ said he, *^ I regard 
you as a man of honor, ^un^ the 
real descendant of kings. You 
honour me by your plans con- 
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Hected with my family; I ac- 
cept the combat which you 
came privately to seek. If I 
am conquered, all my property, 
which formerly belonged to 
your family, shall be faithfully 
restored to you. If yt>u have 
renounced this plan, accept in 
turn the oifer which I make to 
you : become a Christian, and 
receive the hand of my sister, 
which Lautrec has solicited for 
you." i 

The temptation was great ; 
but resistance to it was not 




beyond the strength of Abeii- 
Hamet. If all powerful love 
pleaded strongly in the heart of 
the Abencerage ; on the other 
hand, he could not think but 
with terror of unitinj^ the blood 
of the persecutors with that of 
the persecuted. He fancied he 
saw the shade of his ancestor 
rising from the tomb, and re- 
proaching him with this sacri- 
legious alliance. With a heart 
torn by grief, Aben-Hamet ex- 
claimed : *' Ah ! why do I here 
meet with souls so subUme, 
characters so generous, to make 
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me feel more bitterly the value 
of what I lose ! Let Blanca pro- 
nounce ; let her say what I 
must do, in order to render 
myself more worthy of her 
lover 



'^ Return to the desert!'* was 
the exclamation of Blanca, who 
immediately sunk to the earth 
in a swoon. 



Aben-Hamet prostrated him- 
self, adored Blanca even more 
than heaven, and departed 
without uttering a word* The 
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same night he. set out for Ma- 
laga, and took his passage on 
board a vessel .which was to 
touch at Oran. Near . that city 
he found the caravan encamp* 
ed, which leaves Morocco every 
three years, crosses Africa, re- 
pairs to Egypt, and rejoins the 
caravan of Mecca in Arabia* 
Aben*Hamet joined it ias one 
of the pilgrims. 

Blanca^s life was at first con- 
sidered to be in danger, but 
she recovered* Faithful to the 
promise which he "had given to 
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the Abencerage^ Lautrec de- 
parted, and never did a word of 
his love or his sorrow trouble 
the melancholy of the daughter 
of the Duke of Santa-F^. 
Every year Blanca made a jour- 
ney to.iMalaga, to wander on 
the mountains, '^at the period 
when her lover was accustomed 
to return from Africa ; she 
seated hersetf upon the rocks, 
contemplated the sea, and the 
vessels in the distance^ and 
afterwards returned to Grena- 
da* The rest of her life she pass- 
ed amid the nuiM» of thci Al- 
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hambra* She complained not ; 
she wept not ; she never spoke 
of Aben-Hamet ; a stranger to 
her would have thought her 
happy. She was the only sur- 
vivor of her familv. Her fa- 
ther died of grief, and Don 
Carlos was killed in a duel, in 
which Lautrec acted as his se- 
cond. What was the fate of 
Aben-Hamet no one ever knew. 



In leaving Tunis, by the gate 
which leads to the ruins of 
Carthage, the traveller finds a 
cemetery ; under a palm tree, 
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in a corner of this cemetery, a 
tomb was pointed out to me, 
which was called the tomb of 
the last Abencerage. There is 
nothing remarkable about it ; 
the sepulchral stone is perfectly 
smooth ; only, after a Moorish 
fashion, a slight hole has been 
excavated in the middle of it by 
the chisel. The rain water 
which collects in the bottom of 
this funeral cup, serves, in a 
burning climate, to quench the 
thirst of the birds of heaven. 



9 



•• i 



CEUVRES COMPLETES 

DE M. LE VICOMTE 

DE CHATEAUBRIAND, 
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Om^es dHun pcyrtrait d'apr^s Girodeh 



25 to 27 VOLUMBS Octavo 
Printed on tine paper. Price 10« Qd per volume. 



PROSPECTUS. 

It has frequently been made matter of 
reproach to publishers^ that they exag- 
gerate the merit of their undertakings ; 
and generally speakings the reproach is 
not unfounded. The publisher of the 

9* 
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works of M . de Chateaubriand will not 
have, in this instance, to fear being taxed 
with hyperbole in stating, that this col- 
lection is looked for by the whole of £u* 
rope; that its publication is an event 
which will resound to posterity, and that 
a monument of more universal interest 
has seldom been raised to the glory of 
letters. These are facts which admit of 
no dispute, and whfeh*will be equally 
allowed by all parties, even if there re- 
mained a party sufficiently blind to its 
own interests, and to those of France, to 
seek, far from the ground of the consti- 
tutional monarchy on which M. de Cha- 
teaubriand has placed himself, for men 
better acquainted with the wants of the 
time, and more certain guides in the po*- 
litics of modern nations. 
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At whatever period M* de Chateai^ 
briand kad lived, he would have exer- 
cised an incalculable influence on his age. 
At the period of his apppearance, his life 
hftdiall the character of a mission. During 
the progress of the revolution, that 
'sanguinary interregnum of all creeds, all 
institutions and all knowledge, he was 
preparing, in the most calumniated, but 
not the least ext]:aordinary of his works,* 
the necessary amalgamation of old and 
new ideas, and pointed out with wonder- 
ful foresight, all the concessions which 
the past owed to the future. 

After the establishment uf the empire, 

* Historical ami Politieal Essay en Revo- 
latioDS. 



168 

he instigated the re^establishment of re^ 
ligious worship^ and contributed, more 
than the government itself, to surround 
the altars with the tenderness and res^ 
pect of a generation which had been disa- 
bused of its false science, by the expe*- 
rience of misfortune. FaithM to the 
rights of nature, he awed, by his indcr 
pendence, an authority, before which the 
whole world had bent the knee. 

Since the restoration, when religion had 
no longer any thing to fear but hypocrisy, 
when the monarchy had nothing to 
dread but from itself, the eloquent de- 
fender of the monarchy accomplished hi9 
triple destiny, by appearing as the organ 
of the national interests, and the supporter 
of public liberty. Convinced, in commoii 
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with all bonest men^ that the coBStitiri 
tional government^ embraced without ret 
servations and false interpretations, was 
the only refuge of the ancient monarchies 
against that stormy invasion of republics^ 
which, from the centre of the New 
World, threatens to spread over the 
Old World, he threw the weight of his 
reputation into the unequal balance of an 
ambiguous and confused policy* Thus,'a8 
a Christian, a royalist, and a patriot, 
M. de Chateaubriand has left an everlast- 
ing track which all good men may follow ; 
there ib not a noble idea which the recol- 
lection of him does not awaken, not a ge- 
nerous sentiment which his name does not 
make vibrate in our hearts. What stronger 
recommendation can there be given of the 
undertaking which we announce, tban va 



popularity which i» founded on geniuff 
and integrity of character i . 

The twenty-five or twenty-aeven vo- 
lumes of which this collection of The 
Complete fFork^s qfM^ det ChatoaubrUmd 
will be composed, are divided into two 
series : the first contains the works al- 
ready published* Several of these h»ve 
become scarce ; such is the Itm&i^arif to 
dermolem^ so interesting at all tifnes^ 
but particularly at the solemja moment, 
when the Greeks are struggling for their 
liberty with such heroic perseverance, 

^ The first volume of this edition will be 
preceded by a new preface on the present 
state of Greece,' which will give th6 Itinehiry 
the merit of a worfr speeiaUf written Cm* the 
ooeaaion* 
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in countries which M. de Chatcaubriaiid 
has described^ under the banners which 
his generous eloquence protects^ and 
which, we doubt not^ will one day be 
indebted to him for a portion of thdr 
glory. 

- The second series will contain the un* 
published works. We may include to 
a certain extent in this number^ the 
famous JEsstgf on SevolutionSy above 
alluded to, and which has so long, 
been made the ground of absurd imputiir 
lions, for it was published abroad, and a 
very small number of copies of it found 
their way into France. This courageous 
reprint will be stricify etmjbrmmbh to the 
original edition, but a preface and some 
not^s will be added. Happy are the an* 
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thors, who^ by the ex^rcifie of fiincedity, 
have acquired the right of reprinting ki 
their complete works, productions with 
which their enemies reproach them with 
the greatest bitterness. 

The note attached to this Prospectus, 
which exhibits the distributioA of the vo- 
lumes^ will doubtless powerfully excite 
the reader's curiosity. Who is there that , 
would not wish to follow in his Travels in 
France^ in Italy and in America, the il- 
lustrious author of the Itinerary to Jeru- 
salem ? What admirer of Atala and of 
R^n^ is there, but is impatient to meet 
once more in the Natchez (from which 
these pictures were taken) with the same 
characters ? What a singular and bril- 
liant contrast is promised to us in ^p, 
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residence of Chactas at the court of Louie 
XIV. ? If the battle of the Francs, in the 
sixth canto of /AeJIfarQ^r^, obtained the 
plaudits of the most rigid critics, and 
maintains an indisputable place by the 
side of the most magnificent pictures of 
Homer, what may we not expect from 
the battles of the Natchez^ of which thd' 
narrative is heightened by such novel 
and extraordinary local colours ? 

There are few persons who have not 
heard of a romance, entitled the Last 
Aheiicerctge, which is at last published, 
and which will be found united in the 
same volume with R4n^and Atala^ 

It will certainly not be one of the least 
curiosities in this edition, to have to cri^ 
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ticise M. de Chateaubriand as a poet. The 
choru8se8 of the tragedy of Moses have 
already acquired great celebrity. 

Finally » the four Introductory Dis- 
courses to the History of France will an- 
nounce a work which has been long ex- 
pectedy and will, in this edition, lay the 
first stone of another edifice. 

A general preface by the author, which 
will be prefixed to the first livraison, will 
enter into some carious detadls respecting 
his own life, and the works which he is 
publishing. This is included in tlie present 
volume. 

The edition of the Complete Wwrks 
efM.de CAatetmbriandyniil be composed 
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of four distinct portions^ which will appear 
in 17 or 18 livraisons, of one or two vo- 
lumes each, and divided as follows : 

HISTOIRE.— Tomes 1 k V. 

Essai historique sur les revolutions finidit 
en France.) 2 vols. 

Vie da duo de Berry, et Notice historique sur 
la Vendue. 1 vol. 

Discours servant d*Introdaction k FHistoire 
de France, finidit.j 2 vols. 



VOYAGES.— Tomes VI k X. 

Voyag^e en Araerique, et morceaux d'histoire 
naturelle. (Inkdii,) 1 vol. 

Voyajcc en France et en Italic. (InidU,J 1 
vol. 

Itin^raire de Pans k J^rasalem. 3 vols. 
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LITTfiRATURE— Tomes XI a XXII. 

66nie du Christianisme, 5 vols. 

Atala, R6o^, les A ventures du dernier Aben- 
cerage. (Ce dernier ouvrage est inidit.J 1 
vol. 

Les Martyrs. 2 vols. 

Les Natchee. (Inidits.) 2 vols. 

Melanges litt^rairea. ( ReciteiUies pour la pre- 
miere fois. J 1 vol. 

Moi'se, trag^die ; Po6sie et litt^rature. f Ini- 
ditsj 1 vol. 



POLITIQUE.— Tomes XXIII a XXV. 
Opinions et Discours aux Chambres'. 1 vol. 
Reflexions politiques, etc. 1 vol. 
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La Monarchie selon la Charte. 1 vol. 



Subscriptions for this Collection are received 
by the Pablishers of this volume. 



NEW WORKS, 

Just published by Treuttel Sf Co, 
30, SoHO Square, 



Handsomelv printed in Two Volames Octavo, price 
258. in boaros, with a Portrait of the Princess de Lam- 
balle, and the Cipher of the secret correspondence of 
Marie Antoinette, 

SECRET MEMOIRS OF THK ROYAL 

FAMILY OF FRANCE, during the Revolution ; with 
original and authentic anecdotes of contemporary So- 
vereigns, and other distinguished Personages oi that 
eventful period, now first published from the Journal, 
Letters, and Conversations of the PRINCESS LAM. 
BALLE, by a Lady of Rank, in the confidential ser- 
vice of that unfortunate Princess. 



In two volumes 12mo. price 128. in boards 

LORENZ STARK, a characteristic pic- 
ture of a German Family. By J. J. Engel, Transited 
from the German, by J. Gans. 



One Volume, 8vo. with Portrait of Alexander, Fac- 
simile of his Hand. writing, and View of Taganrog, 

price 158. 

ALEXANDER I. EMPEROR OF 

RUSSIA ; or a Sketch of his life, and of the 

MOST important EVENTS OF HIS REIGN. 

**This work will be found extremely g^tifyinff to 
popular curiosity." — Literary Gasreffe, February Ilth. 
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A THIED AND CHEAP EDITION. 

Neatly i>rinted in Two Volumes, Itoio. witb a Map, low 
Poitraitii, and Views of the Passage of tjbe Niemen, 
and of the Conflagration of Moscow, price 10s. ia 
boards, of the 

HISTORY of the EXPEDITION to RUS- 

SI A, undertaken by the Emperor Napoleon in 1812. By 
Gen. Count Philip de Segur. 

The unprecedented success which the original work 
has obtained in France (no less than seven editions, 
consisting of 90^000 copies, having been sold (^ia less 
than 10 months), isasumcientproof of the interest which 
it has excited} as well as of its extraordinarv merits as 
an historical composition. From the Author ssitaatioQ 
about the person of N8poleon> during thismemoraM* 
cam^aigfn, he has been enabled to give a variety oC 
details respecting that extraordinary personage, hia 
generals, &c, &c. wich are in a great measmre new ta 
the p«blic» and which Impart a charm to his w<»rk of 
irresistible attraction. 

Of the Publishers may still be had, copies of thf 
second edition, in 2 vols. 8vo. with plates. 2to.^ as alsq 
of the orig^al French, in 2 vols. 8vo. with an atlas of 
4 portraits, and 2 views, price 28s. , or without atlas 22^, 



Beautifully printed in 18mo. done up in handsome fiuicy 
cover and case, and embelHshedT with a portrait, and 
four elegant engravings, price 14s. 

THE ANNUAL CABINET OF MO- 

D£BN FCmEION VOYAGES AND TRAVELS ; SBLtc 

TBD rROM TR« MOST RECENT AND INTERESTING 
JOURNALS OF EMINENT CONTINENTAL TRAVBLLBRfl, 

not before translated into English. VoL II. 1826. 

The volume conaista of 480 pages of letter-prett^ of 
which the following are the conlteDta :•— iRtfocNctiMi.-^ 
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A Journey ia North Holland in 1823.— Iceland, and 
its Inhabitants, by D. Gliemann.— Litk^'s two Expedi. 
tions to the Coasts of Nova Zcmbla, in 1891-22— Apos. 
toll's Journey through Taurida. in 1820.— Raczynski's 
Picturesque Sketches of some Provinces of the Ottoman 
Empire. — Richter's Pilgrimages in the East, continued. — 
Sieber*8 Visit to Jerusalem in 1818.— Timkowsky's Rus- 
sian MisMon to China in 1820-21— Droutille'sTrayels 
in Persia.— Humboldt's Essav on the possibility of 
effecting a Navigable Communication between the Atlan- 
tic and Pacific Oceans.— Sketch of the Life of Burckardt . 



LACRETELLE'S HISTORY OF FRANCE. 

This day are published, imported by Treuttel and 
WfLRTz, TREUTTEL JuN. and RicHTER, No. 90, Soho 
Square, volumes XIII and XIV^ which complete the 
woik, of HISTOIRE DE FRANCE, pendant le xviiime . 
ti^cle, par M. Charles Lacretelle, Membre de TA- 
ead^mie Fran9aise. Also the same two volumes as vol. 
VII. and VIII. under the title of Hibtoire de la Reto- 
LUTioil FRAN9AI8E. The complete work in fourteen 
Volumes, 8vo. price £5 16s. The Histoire de la Revo- 
lution Fran^aise, separately in eight volumes, 8vo. |frice 
£3 1211. Purchasers of the preceding volumes are re- 

3 nested to conclude their sets with the least possible 
elay. Of the publishers may be had M. Lacretelle's 
other works. 



PETRONJ's ITALIAN, FRENCH and 
ENGLISH DICTIONARY. 

In Three volumes %vo, price 21 14#. 

PETRONJ e DAVENPORT, NUOVO DIZIONARIO 

Italiano-Inglese-Francese ; Edizione ftda^ aumentata t 
diligentemente corretta. 
llie Third Volume, containing French. Italian, and En-'^ 

flish, may be had separately to complete Sets of the' 
irttEditioii^ price 141. ' ^ v:»*'< 
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SELECT FRENCH CLASSICS. 

Nineteen volumes inlBmo, with Portraits and Plates » 
2/ 17«.; or each wdume separate 3s, 

CHOIX DES CLASSIQUES FRANQAIS, dirigr^ 

parL. T. Ventouillac. With instructive Notes, 

and the lives of the Authors, written exclusively 

for this edition. 

Contents, 

Prose. Ck>ttin EUzabeth Ivol. 

Florian. . . . Numa Pompilius. . . 2 

St. Pierre. . . Paul et Virginie. . . 1 

. . . Chanmi^re Indieime. . 1 

Marmontel. . . B^lisaire 1 

. . . ChoixdetContesMOTanx.! 

F6n6Ion. . . . T^l^maque 3 

Voltaire. . . . CharlesXII 2 

.... Pierre le Grand. ... 2 
Buffon. . . . Nottveaux Morceaux 

Choiais 1 

Pascal Cfaoix des Pens^es. . . 1 

Po6sie. Comeille. . . . Choix desTrag6dies. . 2 

Racine. ... . . 2 

This Selection will be continued. 



SISMONDI's HISTORY OF FRANCE. 

Tames VII^ VIII, JX, price U 17s, 

HISTOIRE DES FRANgAIS, par J. C. L. Si- 
monde de Sismondi. 

This third portion of the Work comprises the pe« 
riod from the year 1226 to 1328. 

The First Six Volumes may still be had price 31 3s, 
A few copies are printed on vellum paper, the price 
of which IS double that of the common paper. 

The History of the French is a remarkable and 
novel work, it is the best, or rather the only pic- 
ture, which has been drawn, of the development of 
civilization in France, and of the progressive im. 

J»rovemcnt of that nation — always at work beneath 
brms of events and of gpovernments, and amidst strik- 
ing^, aa well as silent chang^es. TMs, indeed, is the 
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disting^khiiig and jiecaliar merit of the work. M . 
Sismondi unfolds, with the rarest sagacity, the truths 
that lie conoealed beneath the facta of history — the 
general state of aociety, and the moral and physical 
condition of the people. In the course of the narra- 
tiye the historian pauses — sums up €uid examines, 
and then proceeds to unfold and describe, with eqwai 
truth and force, the fresh tinks that have bound to- 
gether the various classes of citizens : the ideas 
slowly fermenting' in the public mind ; the changing 
state of opinion ; the transformation, in short, that 
society hat? undergone, equally unnoticed both by 
itself and ita waaters . 



SISMONDI'S HISTORY 

OF THE ITALIAN REPUBLICS OF 

THE MIDDLE AGES. 

New Edition^ revised and corrected, 16 vols. Svo. 

price 7 1 4s. 

HISTOIRE DES REPUBLIQUES ITALIENNES 
DV MOYEN AGR JSoHveUe Edition, revue et 
tJorrlg6e. 

The original historical work is one of great im- 
portance. The author unfolds, with hit usual supe- 
riority, the origin of the Italian Republics of the 
Gleventh Century, and paints with equal skill and 
power, the resistance of the Lombardian confede- 
racies to th^ Empire — the long struggle of the Goelfs 
and Ghibelines — and the Moody contentiona excited 
hf the priesthood against the state. The style is 
animated and uniform ; and this attempti so new in 
France, at a history of the middle ages, has bee^a 
crowii6d with the most brilliant success. The work 
is one oi those recommended by the Institute for the 
priae of history in the deoenniai concourse instituted 
uttder Napoleon. 
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